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ROS AMON D. 


. —— Ne forte pudori 
Sit tibi muſa hre 22725 et cantor en 


By Mr. TICKEL Li 


HE Opera firſt Tralian maſters taught, 
Enrich'd with ſongs, but innocent of thought. 
Britannia's learned theatre diſdains 
Melodious trifles, and enervate ſtrains; 
And bluſhes on her injur'd ſtage to ſee 
Nonſenſe well-tun'd, and ſweet ſtupidity. 
No charms are wanting. to thy artful ſong, 
Soft as Corelli, but as Virgil ſtrong. 


From words ſo ſweet new grace the notes receive, 


And muſic borrows helps, ſhe us'd to give. _ 
h B 2 us 


141 | 

Thy ſtyle hath match'd what ancient Rowan: knew, 
Thy flowing numbers far excel the new; 
Their cadence in ſuch eaſy ſound convey'd, 
That height of thought may feem ſuperfluous aid; 
Vet in ſuch charms the noble thoughts abound, 
That needleſs ſeem the ſweets of eaſy ſound. © 

Landſkips how gay the bow'ry grotto yields, 
Which thought creates, and laviſh fancy builds! 
What art can trace the viſionary ſcenes, 
The flow'ry groves, and everlaſting greens, 
The babling ſounds that mimic echo plays, 
The fairy ſhade, and its eternal maze, 
Nature and art in all their charms combin'd, 
And all Ely/um to one view confin'd! 
No farther could imagination roam, 
Till Vanbrugb fram'd, and Marlbro' rais'd the dome. 

Ten thouſand pangs my anxious boſom tear, 
When drown'd in tears I ſee th' imploring fair: 
When bards leſs ſoft the moving words ſupply, 
A ſeeming juſtice dooms the nymph to die: 
But here ſhe begs, nor can ſhe beg in vain, 
(In dirges thus expiring ſwans complain) 
Each verſe ſo ſwells, expreſſive of her woes, 
And ev'ry tear in lines ſo mournfal flows; 
We, ſpite of fame, her fate revers'd believe, 
O'erlook her crimes, and think ſhe ought to live, 

| Let 


15 131 
Let joy tranſport fair Ræſamonda's ſhade, 
| And wreaths of myrtle crown the lovely maid. 
While now perhaps with Dido's ghoſt ſhe roves, 
And hears and tells the ſtory of their loves, 
Alike they mourn, alike they bleſs their fate, 
Since love, which made em wretched, makes em great, 
Nor longer that relentleſs doom bemoan, 
Which gain'd a Virgil, and an Addiſon. 
Accept, great monarch of the Britiſh lays, 
The tribute ſong an humble ſubject pays. 
So tries the artleſs lark her early flight, 
And ſoars, to hail the God of verſe and light. 
Unrival'd as thy merit be thy fame, 
And thy own-laurels ſhade thy envy'd name: 
Thy name, the boaſt of all the tuneful choir, 
Shall tremble on the ſtrings of ev'ry lyre ; | 
While the charm'd reader with thy thought complies; 1 
Feels correſponding joys or ſorrows riſe, 
And views thy Roſamond with Henry's eyes. | 
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King Henry. 
Sir Truſty, keeper of the bower. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 
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Meſſenger. 
WO ME N. 


Queen Eleanor. 


Roſamond. | 

Grideline, wife to Sir Truſty. 5 7 

f Guardian Angels, &c. 
SCENE Wodftock-Park. 


ROSA. 


_ 


— * 3 _ — 


R OS AMON D. 
ACTI SCENE I. 


4 Proſper? of Woodſtock- Park, terminating . 
1 in the Bower. - 

7 ; * ; 
Enter QUEEN at PAGR. 


QUEEN. 
XZ HAT place is here! | 
What ſcenes appear! 
Where-e'er I turn my eyes, 
All around eg 
Enchanted ground | 
And ſoft Ely/ums riſes 
Flow'ry mountains, 
Moſſy fountains, 
Shady woods, 
Cryſtal floods, | 
Wich wild variety ſurpriſe; | PE 


_ . 


8 ROS AM Ov Bh. 


As &er the hollow vaults aue walk *, 
A hundred echos round us tall: 
From bill te Bill the voice is toft, 
Rocks rebounding, | 
Caves reſounding, 
Not a fingle word is loft, 
PAGE. 
There gentle Ro/amond immured 
Lives from the world and you fecured. 
2 UEEN, 
Curſe on the name ! I faint, I die, 
With ſecret pangs of jealouſy.—_ 
P4HO MR © 
There does the penſive beauty mourn, 
And languiſn for her Lord's return, 
2UEEN. 
Death and confufion ! I'm too flow 
Show me the happy manſion ſhow , 


ff 1 
Great Henry there wes 8 
| UA. 
FTrifler, no more 
n 
Great Henry there . 
Will ſoon forget the toils of war. 
9E N. 


No more! the happy manſion ſhow 
That holds this lovely guilty foe. 


* Alluding to the famous echo in Moodſtscł-Parł. 


My 


A an 


ROS AM O D. 8 

My wrath, like that of heav'n, ſhall riſes. - 

And blaft her in her paradiſe, N48 Ke E 
| CSM ER | 3 4 | 
Bebold on yonder riſing ground ) 5 5. WO 

The bower, that wanders. 4 5 
In meanders, * 
Ever bending, | | : | 
Newer ending,. | CL OED FA < 1 

| Glades on glades, | : „ 1 
Shades in ſhades,. | | | 1 
Running an eternal round. | | b 

| LUEEN 14 

In ſuch an endleſs maze I rove, | J 

Loſt i in labyrinths of love. | 4 

My breaſt with hoarded ee burngz, | | 1 

While fear and rage i 

With hope engage, WG. + 

And rule my wav'rng ſoul by turns.. 

. 

The path yon verdant field divides, 

Which to the ſoft confinement guides. 
29 EE N. 

Tleonora, think betimes, 

What are thy hated rival's crimes !! . | 601 

Whither, ah whither doſt thou go!! | - 

What has ſhe done to move thee ſo !' a 

— Does ſhe not warm with guilty fire _ 
* he faithleſs-Lord of my deſire * | \ 
B 3 | = 


— 6, A. 
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| ROS AMON D. 
Have not her fatal arts removd 

My Henry from my arms? 

Tis her crime to be lov'd, 
Tis her crime to have charms. 

3 | Let us fly, let us fly, 
=; She ſhall die, ſhe ſhall di ie. 
4 T feel, I feel my heart relent : | 
How could the fair be innocent 


= | To a monarch like mint, 
i Who would not refign! © 
] | One ſo great and ſo brave 
3 f | 0.6, Wb, 
| | „„ „ 5 


Hark, hark! what ſound invades my ear? 
| 3 The conqueror's approach I hear. | 
1 He comes, victorious Henry comes ! 4 
Hautboys, trumpets, fifes and a, | 

| Tn dreadful concert join'd, 

YA | Send from afar ; 

f . A found of war, _ + 

Th : Aud * with horror ev'ry wind, _ | — 

| RG WTI: 
| Henry returns from danger free! | 
Henry returns! but not to me, 
He comes his Roſamond to greet, -| 
And lay his laurels at her feet, f | „ 
His vows impatient to renew; 

His vows, to Elzxzora due. 


- Her e \ 


1 N „ A ͤ . KKK or yr RS 
ah _— n * - * 1 


— 


ROSA NO d. 


Here ſhall the happy nymph detain, 
(While of his abſence I complain) 
Hid in her mazy, wanton bower, 
My lord, my life, my conqueror. 
No, no, 'tis decreed | 
1 The traitreſs fall bleed; 
4 No fear ſhall alarm, | 
No pity difarm'; © 
In my rage ſhall be. ſeen” Felt 8 
The revenge of a Queen. 
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The Entry of the Bower. e 


dir Ta usr v, Koight of the Bower, —_— 
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How happy is he, 
That is ty'd io a ſhe, 
And fum d for his wit ot his beauty !' 
For of us pretty fellows: | 
Our wives are ſo jealouss 5 
T hey ne er have enough of our duty, 
But hah ! my limbs begin to quiver, 
IL glow, I burn, I freeze, I ſhiver; 
Whence riſes this convulſive ſtriſe? 
I ſmell a ſhrew! Wis: 
My fears are true, „ 1 
I ſee my wife, BNC 


8 


_—_— ""$CEENYÞ 


My love, my dove, my charming fair? - 


| Monſter, thy wheedling tricks I know. 


| i ſtill be thine, and let her die. 1 


223 * N b. 


8 c E N E III. 
GAIDEIINE and Sir IG. . 


GRIDELIN E, =—_ 
Faithleſs varlet, art thou there ? | | | 
Sir ; R U 8 T "0 


-GRIDELINE. 


MES 


Ir Iv at a TR 
2 2 F 3 
* . Od CIS 


Sir TRUSTY. 
Why wilt thou call thy turtle ſo? _ 
GRIDEL INZ 
Cheat not me with falſe careſſes 
Sir TRUSTY. 
Let me ſtop thy mouth with kiſſes. | 
GRIDELINE. THY 


Thoſe to fair Roſamond are due. 


Sir TRUSTY. 
She 3 is not half ſo fair as you. 
GRIDELINE. 
28 views thee with a lover's eye. 
Sir T RUS * 


6 
No, no, tis plain. Thy frauds I ſee, 
Traitor to thy King and me ! 


Sir 


4 — Dk 1 1 8 
2 we bn, n e 
— rn 8 
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Ros AMON Dp. 


Sir T RUSTY. 


O Grideline! con/ult thy glaſi, 


Behold that faveet bewwitching face, 
T hoſe 1 cheeks that lovely hue l 
Eo. feature 
(Charming creaturs), 
Will convince you 1 am true. 


GRIDELIN EB. 


o how Bleft were Grideline, _ 

Could 1 call Sir Truſty mine / 
Did he not cover amorous wiles _ . 
With foft, but ah ! diceiving ſmiles <- 

How ſhould I revel in delight, 


The fpouſa of ſuch a pff Knight 1- 


Sir TRUSTL. 


At length the ſtorm begins to ceaſe, 


I've ſooth'd and flatter'd her to peace. 
*Tis now my turn to tyrannize: 


I feel, I feel my fury riſe l 
Tigreſs,. be gone. 


GRIDELING. 


— love ths i 
E cannot ga. 


Sir RUSTY. 
Kee from my paſſion, Beldame, fly! 
. GRIDELINE.. 
why ſo unkind, Sir 7. * why ?. 


13 2 
\ 


"on ET 
Ken ww... 


14 Rois AMO N D. 
Sir- 7 R U. STT. g 
Thou'rt the plague of my life. 


GRID 2 NB. ap 
I'm a fooliſh, fond wife. 

Sir TRUS TY 

Let us part, ag: 


CRIDEALINGDEB 


* 


Will you break my poor heart? 


* TRUS | T7 7. on 
, I will if I can. OI, 


G@RIDELINE. 
o barbarous man! | Ic 
From whence doth all this paſſion flow?- 
| Sir T R UV 9 ＋ N 
T hou art ugly and old, Te} | 
And a willainous ſcole.. 
GRIDELTN K. 
T hou art a ruſtic 10 call me Jos 
Pm not ugly nor old. 
Nor @ willainous ſcold, A £ 
But thou art a ruſtic to call me ſo. | 
Thou, traitor, adieu 5 8 


Farewel, thou ſhrew ! 


GRIDELINE. 
Thou traitor. | oY 


Let us part. ay! e K n ee 


Will you break my poor heart? 27100 8 Wa 23 


Sir 7K U T 7. 3 


2 ; " — : 
” * Sa. ay 
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ROSA MON 15 


| Sir N UST N 
Thou forew ! 2 *. 3 14 at's 

Adieu Adieu! ; n [Exit Grid. | 11 g 

, Sir TRUSTY nn —- | ji 

4 How hard 1s our fate, | SH” wa | 

I Who fr in ein... ED 
And ſhould lay out our cares Ts . 
On public affairs ; 

When conjugal toils, 
And family broils 

Make all our great labours miſcarry! 
© Yet this is the lot | 8 
Of him that has got 1 
Fair Raſumond's bower, 

: With the clew in his power, 5 4 
And is courted by all, | | 1 1 
Both the great and the ſmall, 

As principal pimp to the mighty King Harry: 

But ſee, the penſive fair draws near: 
P1l at a diſtance ſtand and her. 


1 


SG 
ROs AM oN D and Si TRUST *. 


k | * 08#4MAGlSÞ::.wxr;,. +» 
From walk to walk, from ſhade to ſhade, - -- | ; 
From ſtream to purling ſtream convey'd, 


16: ROSA u ou p. | 
Through all the mazes of the grove, 
Fhrough all the mingling tracts L rove,, | 
Turning, | | 
Burning, „„ Vn 
Ranging, „ 5 | | F 
Full of grief and full of love. 1 
Impatient for my Lord's return * 247 1 9s ee = 
1 figh, I pine, I rave, Tmourn, „„ 
Was ever paſſion croſ#d like mine? | * 8 
To rend my breaſt. a 7 
And break my reft, K 4 
* wounds ne, : 
Fear ſurrounds me,, 
_ Guilt confounds mes | F 
Was ever - pain croſs d like aver 4 i | | ; 1 
| Sir TRUST 2. | 
What heart-of-ſtone- 
Can hear her moan,. FO PO ep 
And not in dumps ſo doleful join. © [dares 
ROSAMOND. 
1 How does my conſtant grief deface 
1 The pleaſures of this happy place! 
. In vain the ſpring my ſenſes greets 
1 0 In all her colours, all her ſweets; 
1 To me the roſe | 
; No longer glows, 25 g 
] e Luxery 


n - we — . ,« I moon or mtr in wh 1 f 
St 


A 1 1 
—— pd e DO 


1 Wos ell 
= Every plant | 
Has loſt its ſcent; 
The vernal blooms of various hue, - 
The bloſſoms freſh with morning dew, 


The breeze, that ſweeps theſe fragrant bowers, 
Fill'd with the breath of op*ning flow'rs,. 92 i 
Purple ſcenes, | 463 
Winding greens, _ | : 
Glooms inviting, ET OR TOS: — 1 
Birds delighting, 21 
(Nature's ſofteſt, ſweeteſt ſtore) wo A 
Charm my tortur'd ſoul no more. . 
Te porwers, I rave, I faint, I die * e 
Hy. ſe flow ! great Henry why ! „ee as 
7 From death and alarms | "4 2 
Fc, fly to my arms, bad 
F 2 to my arms, my Monarch fly KF: 


Sir RUSTY. 
How a om bleſe'd would lovers. be, _—_ 
Did all the whining fools agree 
To live like Gridelin and me! 


ROSAMOND, 


O Roſamond, behold too late, 
And-tremble at thy future fate! 
Curſe this unhappy, guilty face, - 
Every charm, and every grace, 
That to thy ruin made their way, 
And led thine innocence aſtray ; 


9 * » 9 83 « © % * = $1.45 4.49 $964 
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«3G: Ros AM ON B. 
At home thou ſeeſt thy Queen enraged, 
Abroad thy abſent Lord engaged _ 

In wars, that may our loves disjoin, 
And end at once his life and mine. 

Sir TRUSTY. 
Such cold complaints befit a nun: 
If ſhe turns honeſt, 'm undone ! 


* | ROSAMOND: 

; Beneath ſome hoary mountain ' 

. N PII lay me down and Weeds 

. og Or near ſome warbling fountain 
Bewail myſelf aſleep; 

73 Where feather'd choirs conkinine .) by 

_ = With gentle murm*ting Arta, 

1 | And winds in conſort joining, 


Raiſe ſaaly-pleaſing dreams. - 
Sir T RUSTY Alu 
What ſavage tiger would not pity. 
A damſel ſo diftreſs'd and pretty! 
uy ha! a ſound my bower invades, * 


| ad echoes through the * Hades; 


"Tis Henry's march! the tune I know: 


#4 


A meſſenger ! It muſt bs ſo : 
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SCENE V. 


Great Henry comes! with love oppreſt; 
| Prepare to lodge the royal gueſt, 


From rivers chok'd with heaps of dead, 
From glorious and immortal toils, - 

{ Loaden with honour, rich with ſpoils, 

| Great Henry comes!. Prepare thy bower 
To lodge the mighty conqueror. 

| Sir TRUSTH 
The bower and Lady both are dreſt, 
And ready to receive their gueſt. 


MESSENGER. 
Hither the victor flies, (his Queen 
And royal progeny unſeen ;) 
Soon as the Britiſh ſhores he reach'd, 
Hither his foaming courſer ftretch'd ; 
And ſee! his eager ſteps prevent 
The meſſage that himſelf hath ſent! 
Sir TRUSTY. 
Here will I ftand 
With hat in hand, | 
Obſequiouſly to meet him, |, 
And muſt endeavour 


& 


At behaviour, . 
That's ſuitable to greet him. 


ROS AMON D. 


A MESSENGER and Sir TRUSTY. + | 
MESSENGER. 


From purple fields with ſlaughter ſpread, 


o 


* 


2 Ras amn en. 


$CENE VI. 


Enter King Henry after a flouriſh of Trumpets. 


Where is my love! my Roſamond / 


Sir-T R USTY. 


Firſt, as in ſtricteſt duty bound, 
J kiſs your royal hand. 
KING. 
Where is my life! my Roſamond , 
Sir TRUSTY. 
Next with ſubmiſſion moſt * 
I welcome you to land. 


: K TING. 


Where is the tender, charming fair ! bp 


Sir T R US. 
Let me appear, great Sir, 4 prays 


- Methodical in what I ſay. 


"KING. 
Where is my Zen; O tell me where! 


For when we have a Prince's ear, 
We ſhould have wit, 
To know what's fit 

For us to ſpeak, and him to hear. 


KING. 
Theſe dull delays, I cannot bear. 
Where is my love, O tell me where! 


. * 


She 


- ROS AM O p. 21 
n 
7 ſpeak, great Sir, with weeping eyes. 
She raves, alas! ſhe faints, ſhe dies. | f #3 
MAI. ot a 
What doſt thou fay ? I ſhake with fear. | 
Sir TRUSTY. r 
Nay, good my Liege, with patience he 
She raves, and faints, and dies, tis true: 
But raves, and faints, and dies for you. 


1 py +: joe 


e N 

Was ever nympb like Roſamond. 3 
So fair, ſo faithful, and fo fond, 5 
n ol ond RN ” 
'm all defire! © e 
2 FVV 


And leaps and ſprings to her 3 | 


Sir TRUS 7 ＋. 
At the fight of her lover 
She'll quickly recover. 
What place will you chooke | 
2 firſt interviews? D 


| KIN G. 
Full in the center of the grove, 
In yon pavalion made for love, 
Where woodbines, roſes, jeſſamines, 
Amaranths, and eglantines, 
With intermingling ſweets have wove 
The particolour'd gay alcove. > 


R Os A M ON d. 


1 Sir T RUSTY. 
. 8 Your Highneſs, Sir, as I preſume, 
2 Has choſe the moſt convenient gloom; 
11 There's not a ſpot in all the park 
. Has trees ſo thick, and ſhades ſo dark. 
b 5 | | KING. 
| Mean-while wick dus attention wait 
To guard the bower, and watch the gate; 
Let neither envy, grief, nor fear, 
Nor love - ſick jealouſy appear; 
Nor ſenſeleſs pomp, nor noiſe intrude 
On this delicious ſolitude; . 
But pleaſure reign through all the grove, 
And all be peace, and all be love. 
Oh the pleaſing pleaſing anguiſh | 
W, her awe love, and when we languiſh: / 
Wiſhes riſing! 
Thoughts ſurpriſing ! 
Pleaſure courting ! 
Charms tranſporting ! 
Fancy viewing ? / 
| Toys enſuing ! h 
- > @ the Laaber, pleafing gui ? | [Exeunt. 


ACT 


R Os A M ON D. 23 


2 * + 2 _ - * — 4+. 
1 UE MEARS 2 n 1 3 
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18 to E N E 1. 
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A Pavilion in 00 middle 157 6 Bower. 


Py” * 4 * * 


Kin o #3 „b. 


X INS. 
Px HUS let my weary foul forget 
Reſtleſs glory, martial ſrife, | 
Anxious pleaſures of the great, © 
And gilded cares of lift. nd 3 ; 
. ROSAMOND. e | 
Thus let me loſe, in riſing joys, 
Fierce impatience, fond defires, _ 
Abſence that flatt'ring hopes deſtroys, | | 5 
And 21 conſuming fires. | 
If. „ | 
Not the loud 'Bririf ſhout that warms | 
The warrior's heart, nor claſhing arms, | "A j 
Nor fields with hoſtile banners ſtrow'd, : 
Nor life on proſtrate Gauls beſtow'd, Ck | 
Give half the joys that fill my breaſt, 
While with my Raſamond Im bleſt. 


- 


ROSAMOND. 
My — is my ſoul's delight, 
My wiſh by day, my dream by night. 
"Tis not in language to impart _ 
The ſecret meltings of my heart, 
While I my conqueror ſurvey, 1995 
And look my very | ſoul away. 


KING. 
Oo may the preſent bliſs endure, _-. 
From fortune, time, and death ſecure! | 


BOTH. 

On may the preſent * endure ! 1 

| | KING. — 
ee, . 
Thoſe gentle ſounds cou'd ever bear: 
But oh! with noon- day heats veel. 
My aking temples call for reſt! 
In yon cool grotto's artful night 
Refreſhing ſlumbers Tl! invite, 
Then ſeek again my abſent fair, VL a 
With all the love a heart can bear. [Exit King, 


ROSAMOND ela. 
From whence this ſat preſaging fear, 
This ſudden ſigh, this falling tear? 
- Oft in my filent dreams by night 
With ſuch a look I've ſeen him fly, 
Wafted by angels to the ſky, 
And loſt in endleſ⸗ tracts of light; 


. | While 


While 1, abandon'd and forlorn, 

To dark and diſmal deſerts borne, e 

Through lonely wilds have ſeem'd to had, 3 

A long, uncomfortable away. A | 
T hey're fantoms all; Pl] think uo more, : 7 
My life has endleſs joys in fore. 88 
Farewel ſorrow, farewel fear, Mann | 
They're fantoms all ! my gags & s bere. e 


8 CE N E II. 5 1 


* % 


A Poſtern Gate of the Boer. 


* % 1 8 & 
4 8 N 
1 


G R I PD E L INE a Þ A G Es 


GRIDELIN E. c 
My ſtomach ſwells with ſecret ſpite, | 


To ſee my fickle, faithleſs Knight, 
With upright geſture, goodly n 
Face of olive, coat of green, 70 
That charm'd the Ladies long ago, 
So little his own worth to know, 
On a mere girl his thoughts to place, | 2 
With dimpled cheeks, and baby face; ee 
A child! a chit! that was not born, | . 
When! did town and court adorn. 


vor. Il. ee ͤ¶ een 


55  Rosawd * v. : 
| _ PAGE. 

Can any man prefer fifteen 

To venerable Grideline? 5 

6 RI DEZI VE. 

He does, my child; or tell me why 

With weeping eyes fo oft I ſpy | 

His whiſkers cud, and ſhoe-ſtrings ty'd, 

A new toledo by his fide, 


In ſhoulder- belt ſo trimly plac'd, 
With band fo nicely ſmooth d and lacd. 


PAGE. 


If Roſamond his. garb has view d.. 
The Knight is falſe, the nymph ſabdu'd. 


DE EIN. 
My anxious boding heart divines | 
His falſhood by a thouſand ſigns: 
Oft o'er the lonely rocks he walks, 
And to the fooliſh echo talks: 
Ofc in the glaſs he rolls his eye, 
But turns and frowns if I am by; 
Then my fond eaſy heart bepuiles, 
And thinks of Ro/amond, and ſmiles. 


„ G E. uy £ 
Well may 7 you feel theſs . . 


She has a heart 3 
175 GRADE DMS: 


. 


And he has charms. 


*% 


* 
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Ros A M O N D. 


24 Z. 


Wan are 100 juſt —— A 


GRIDELEN E. 
—=——"I'00 plainly I've prov'd. 
BOT H. 
He loves and is lo. 


GRIDEETNE. 
O mercileſs fate ! 1 


PAC E. 
Deplorable Pate! Sal 
- DI. 
To die 
| wy G. E. 
To be flain _ | 


GRIDEL E * 
Zy a Barbarous ſewwain, 


BO 7 H. 
That lang bs at your pain. 
: GRIDELINE. 
How ſhou'd I act? canſt thou adviſe? 
| PAGE 
e the gate, if you are wiſe: 


I, in an unſuſpected hour, 


May catch em dallying in the bower, 


Perhaps their looſe amours prevent; 


And keep Sir Tru/ty innocent, 
GRID EIN. | 


Thou art in truth 
A forward youth, | 
80 C 2 


- + * 


26: Ros A MON D. 


Of wit and parts above thy age; | 
Thou know'ſt our ſex. Thou art wg Es £268; 12/0 1 


A- 46 . 
J'll do what I can 
To ſurpriſe the falſe man. 


GRIDELINE. 


Of ſuch a faithful ſpy I've need ® : 
Go in, and if thy plot ſucceed, . 
Fair youth, thou may'ſt depend on this +. (+ 


u pay thy ſervice with a kiſs. — [Exit Page. 


on 


. 5 


— nn 


8 6 W 
Priytbee Cupid no more 
Hurl thy darts at thregſcormmmme en 
To thy girlrand thy bes 
Give thy pains and thy joys, oo 
Let Sir Truſty and me . 
From thy frolics be fre. ook etl 


. 
P 4 GE fe. 


O the ſoft delicious view, 


Ever charming, ever new! JJ „„ 


Greens of various ſhades ariſe, an n dota walk 
Deck'd with flow'rs of various dyes * of 1 49 : 
Paths by meeting paths are _ l 2-482 30 
Alleys in winding alleys loſt:: 


* An opening ſcene diſcovers another ea the bow Wer. N 


[4 


« * *: # * . 2 
LS *. 2 4 7 
* 


Fountains 


Ares 


ROS AMON d. 


Fountains playing through the trees, 
Give coolneſs to the paſſing breeze. 
A thouſand fairy ſcenes appear, 
Here a grove, à grotto here, 
3 Here a rock, and here a fiream, 
i | Sweet delufion, 
'F Gay confuſion, 
a All a viſſon, all a dream 


- 
— . 
S a aa 


SCENE Iv. 


I 2UzZEN. 
4 At length the bow'ry vaults appear ! 


X 


= A thouſand checks my heart control, 
1 A thouſand terrors ſhake my ſoul. 
i Behold the brazen gate unbar * d ! 


| UZI N. 

J ſee, I ſee my hands embru'd 

In purple ſtreams of reeking blood: 
= I ſee the victim gaſp for breath, © 
15 And ſtart in agonies of death ;' © . 

| 1 ſee my raging dying Lord, | © 
And O, I ſee myſelf abhorr'd!, 


% 


C 3 


Qu = z M and P AG k. 


| I | My boſom heaves, and pants with fear: 


1 — she's fixt in thought, I am not heard — 


[4pars, 


30 ROG AMON b. 
ent, fo cafotnwoT 
My eyes o'erflow, my heart is rent 2 2 
To hear Brizannia's Qgeen lament. l Aft. 
QUEEN. 13 
What ſhall my trembling ſou! purſue? 4 
1 
Behold, great Queen, the place in view! 
2UEEN. 
Ye powers inſtru me what to * 6 
| PAGE. 
That bow*r will ſhow ) 
The guilty foe. | 
LUIS 
It is decreed—it ſhall be ſo; 3 - [Alter a pauſſ. 
I cannot ſee my Lord repine, _ Le 5 
(O that 1 could call him mine 50 f 
Why have not they moſt charms to mow, 
Whoſe boſoms burn with pureſt love / 
| PAGE. | 
Her heart with rage and fondneſs glows, 9 
O jealpuſy! thou hell of woes! © =_ 7 5 
That conſcious ſcene af love contains 
The fatal cauſe of all your pains ; 
| In yonder flow'ry yale ſhe lies, Ho 
Where thoſe fair-bloſſom'd arbours rife, 
. 2URF - N. 
Let us haſte to deſtroy 
Her guilt and her joy. 


* ” 


RO gt 


Wild and frantic is my grief 4 
Fry aries. :: ii . .£ 
Mercy flriving, x 
Heaven in pity ſend relief! © 
; The pangs of loue 15 | 
Ye poww'rs remove, | 
Or dart your thunder at my head: + 
1 h Love and deſpair 3 1 3 
1 What heart can bear ! | 3 
4 LTaſe my foul, or TO; me dead! 5 3 [Exeunt. 


SCENE . yo 
The Scene 2 to the Pavilion as Wer ö 


Rosa file, 


Tranſporting lane avho can tell 1 ee ; ; 

When our longing eyes diftover © © _ | 
The kind, the dear, approaching lever, ea bog 

"Who can utter, or conceal it! © | 

A ſudden motion ſhakes the groove: dl 
I hear the ſteps of him I love; 22) e MED 
Prepare, my ſoul, to meet thy bliſs! | 10 

———— Death to my eyes; what ſight is this! 4] 

The Queen, th' offended Queen I fee! -  —- © 

Open, O . and an ne | 


C4 SCENE. 


514 Sa „nnn. —-%—̃ 


n * 
vs es — —— — * 8 
* 2 PR 3 
- 1 


3 


32 ROS AM OU v. 
SCENE VI. 
Enter to ber the Q UE E N with a bowl in one hand, 
: and a dagger in the other. 
2UEEN. 


Thus arm'd with double death I come: 
Behold, vain wretch, behold thy doom: 


Thy crimes to their full period tend, k 
Or ſoon by this, or this, ſkall end. Þ 


ROSAMOND. | 3 
What hall I fay, or how reply i | 
T o threats of injur d Majeſty ? 


2UEEN. 

Tis guilt that does thy tongue controul, 
Or quickly drain the fatal bowl, 
Or this right hand performs its part, 
And plants a dagger in thy heart. 

RX O SAM ON D. ; 
Can Britain's Queen give ſuch commands, 4 
Or dip in blood thoſe ſacred hands? | 
In her ſhall ſuch revenge be ſeen? | 
Far be that from Brizazz's Queen! N 


| 

2UEZEN. 1 0 

How black does my deſign appear! | ! 
e mercy ſo ſevere? | F178 + 

ROSAMOND. T 
When tides of youthful blood run high | ; 
And feenes of promis'd joys are nigh, . . þ 
Health 1 
” — " 


Life itſelf ſhould be a pain. 4s 


Rocawons, 


| Health preſuning, 
Beauty blooming,” 5 5 

e tis to die f 
STI 5 


To thoſe whom foul diſhonours Rain, 


37S}. MW" ia 


ROTH MON 5 
Who could reſiſt great Henry's charms, 
And drive the hero from her arms? 
- Think on the ſoft, the tender Ares, 
Melting thoughts, and gay defires, 


| That in your own warm boſam riſe, . 


When languiſhing with love: fiel e. 
That great, that charming man you /ee < 4 "Oe 
Think on yourſelf, and pity me ule | | 4; 
| WA r 
And doſt chou thus thy guilt depſorce! 
[Offering the dagger te ber brief 
Damp woman ! plead no more! 
__RROSAMOND.. 
O Queen, your lifted arm reſtrain! | 
Behold theſe tears 


QUEEN. 
pee They flow in vain. | 
1 ROSAMOND. 
Look with compaſſion on my fate! 
O hear my fighs!— 
"QUEEN. 
bey riſe too late. e 
Cs 


e 
3 „„ — 
22 cy , N 
Py £ - 


|  Cover'd from ev'ry human eye, 


3s Ros Inn 


Hope not a day's, an hour's reprieve. 
Tho' I live wretched, let me liye, 
In ſome deep dungeon let me lie, 


Baniſh'd the day, debarr'd the light; 
Wbere ſhades of everlaſting night 
May this unhappy face diſarm, © 
And caſt a veil o'er ev*ry charm: 
Offended heav'n I'll there adore, 
Nor ſee the ſun, nor Henry more. 
2UEEN. 
Moving language, Hining tears, 1 
Glowing guilt, and * aceful frara „ 
Kindling pity, kindling —_ 
At nw you ae, and affwage. 
ROSAMOND. 
What ſhall I do to pacify | 
Your kindled vengeance! 8855 


uE 


| — lt lj. toi 7 
%u 


Give me but one ſhort moment's jay, 


— O Henry, why ſo far away ? - [4fde 
.2YE E, N. 
: "Rn to welter in a 8 
Of mn gore, 28 thed e 
: 2OS4MAND. | 
* 5. _ 


ROSAMOND. 


#24 


FFF „ee — „„ 4 
* "3 A A h r * K * n 5 * 2 * EL _ J rr . eee 
* 


% * 


- 5 K * 


ROS AMY m 35 
And let me graſp the deadly bowl, — 
[te, the bowl in be band: 
| DUE FN. \ 
Ye pow'rs, how pity rends my ſaul!CW [Aldi. 
| ROSAMOND. © 
Thus proftrate at your feet I _ 
O let me ſtill for mercy call? ———— 
Accept, great Queen, like injur a . * n 
The foul thas begs to be furgi ven- 
Tf in the lateſt gaſp of breath, 
If in the dreadful pains of death, - has ca Ls 
Le ne 
You hope for mercy, bow it non. 
e ee N. 
Merey to lighter crimes is due, 
N Horrors and death ſhall thine purſue. [Ofring thdorge: 
15 NO SA MOND. 
Thus I prevent the fatal blow, „ 
——Whither, ah  whither ſhall I wt (Drinks. 
6 QUEEN. ee . 
Where thy paſt life thou ſhalt lament, 
And wiſh thou hadſt been i Ipnogent. || 3 
5 Tyrant! to aggravate us froke, 1 
F And wound a heart, already ef 
My dying ſoul with fury burns, 
And lighted grief to madyeſs turns. 
| Think not, thou author of my woe, 
| _ _ That Roſamond vill leave thee /o: | 
J + | © 6 | At 


* 
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Is dradof ug 
DE plating /pright,” 
With hideous A ** 
il baunt ih a — TPTDTDWhͤ 
| Had when th# painful night 8 
My Henry Shall revenge my cauſe. To 
hither does my frenzy drive! 
Fofgive my rage, your. wrongs forgive, | 
My veins are froze; my. blood grows chill; 
The weary ſprings of life ſtand ſtill; N TEES 
The fleep of death benumbs all oer 
* fainting limbs, and I'm no more. [Falls on the _ 
SUN. OS 60 % 
Hear and obſerve your eel 8 commands, 
1. + [To ber'attendants. 
Beneath thoſe hills a convent ſtands, © 
Where the fam'd fireams of Hi fray ;. 
'Thither the breathleſs coarſe convey, 
And bid the cloiſter'd maids with care 
The due ſolemnities prepare. [Exeunt with he * 
When vanguiſp d foes beneath us lie, 
' How great it is to bid them die. 3 
But how much greater to o forgive, | | 
Aud bid a vanguiſt d foe ts lie? | 5 


* 
1 
14 
% 


* 


\ 
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SCENE vn. 555 K 


1 


* 


bir T R U 8 T Y' In 4 Highs - 


A breathleſs corpſe } what have I Get: f 


And follow'd by the jealous Queen? Tu 
It muſt be ſhe ! my fears are trune 
The bowl of pois' nous juice I view. 144; xv P 


How can the fam'd Sir Trufly live 
To hear his maſter chide and grieve ? 
No ! tho” I hate ſuch bitter beer, CES 
Fair Ro/amond, I'll pledge thee here. [ Drinks, 
The King this doleful news ſhall read 
In lines of my inditing : 5 | 
© Great Sir, | | | [Writes, 
«© Your Ro/amond is dead 
«© As Iam at this preſent writing.“ 
The bower turns round, my brain's abus'd, 
The labyrinth grows more confus l, 
T he thickets dance. I ftretch, I yawn. 
Death has g up my heels. I'm gone. 
* and falls. 


SCENE vll. 
QUEEN Gs 
The conflict of my mind is oer, 


And Roſamond ſhall charm no more. | 
| z ; Hence 


— 


EPP 


163 — — —— — —— — 


9  Ro84M0OMND 
Hence ye ſecret damps of care, 
Fierce diſdain, and cold deſpair. 
Hence ye fears and doubts remove ; 

Hence grief and hate! 
Ye pains that wait 

On jealouſy, the rage of love. 

My Henry fhall. be mine ala, 

The hero ſball be all my on; 

Nobler joys poſſeſs my heart, 


— 


4 


Than crowns au /etyters can impart. 


"af pony > KS Be 2s. NM — 1 
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Tr neon, 
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0 ent = 
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| ACT m. SCENE 1. 
SCENE 2 grotto, "LITE aſleep, a n 


ſcends, in it two an als ſuppes'd to be the ardian 
ſpirits of the Br hg 1 war and in chunky ; 


1 1 B*® HOLD the wired! monarch there, | ; 
That claims our tutelary care! we : 


2 ANGEL 
In fields of death around his * == 
A ſhield of adamant I ſpread. - N 
| | i 4NG'E * NU 
In hours of peace, unſeen, unknown, _ . 
I hover o'er the Britiſſ throne, '_ / 
TY N. 
When hoſts of foes with foes engage, 6 1 0 | "Bur 
And round th* anointed hero rage, D 27 MILD ISS 
The cleaving fauchion I miſguide, | on TIES 
And turn the ſeather'd ſhaft aſide, es ha 
. 
When dark fermenting fadtions fwell, = 
And prompt th' ambitious to rebel, NVA 
A thouſand terrors I im part. 
And ne furious traitor's re nt e 
6954 1k + al Oh 
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— 


BOTH. 
But oh What influence can remo T 1 


. — 


The pangs of grief, Yi rage of love | 
EIT T2 
PU fide bis bol eib mighty themes, 
Till love before e, :.. 
AD BLEEDS O70 | 1 N G. £ ts : 44 55 0 
Fl f ſooth bis cares in e dreams, WG % 
Till grief in joyful raptures die. 35 
2 4NGE L. 
Whatever glorious and renown'd , © 1 0 on os 


On Britiſh annals can be found; . 

Whatever action. hall adorn © 

Britannia? beroes, yet anborn, 

In dreadful vifrons ſhall ſucceed; © 

On fancy d fields the Gaul ſpall bleed, 
Creſſy all fland before his eyes, 

And Agincourt and Blenheim _ 943-5 


1 ANGEL.” 130.30 


- See, fas, he ſmiles amidſt his trance, 
And ſhakes a viſionary lance. |, || 
His brain is fill'd with loud alarms ; | 
Shouting armies, claſhing arms, 
The ſofter prints of love deface; 
And trumpets ſound in ev'ry trace. 
f 2: 0 T „ 
Ghery frives! 5 
The field is auen # | 


Fame revives, _ 


* 


TOTO a "> * * & * ; , 
R : , s 0 * * 
; . — 4 — —-—-— — 41 1 8 4 — — 1 Se” \ * 
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1 4NGEL, 
To calm thy grief, and lull thy Cares, 
| Look up and fee | 
What, after long revolving years, | 
Thy bower ſhall be! | | 
When time its beauties ſhall deface, | 15 | 4 
And only with its ruins grace, | 1 
The future proſpect of the place. | 
| Behold the glorious pile aſcending * ! | | i 
Columns ſwelling, arches bending, 
Domes in awful pomp ariſing, 
Art in curious ſtrokes ſurpriſing, 
F oes in figur'd fights contending, 
| Behold the glorious pile aſcending! 
2 ANGEL 
He ſees, he ſees the great reward 
For Anna's mighty chief prepar'd: 
His growing joys no meaſure keep, 
Too vehement and fierce her ſleep, + 
1 ANGEL. 
La grief and love at once engage, 
His heart is proof to all their gain 
Love may plead 
2 A N G 2 * 
4 grief may rage 
5 3 O 7 H. „ | 
But both ball plead and rage in vain. | 


[The angels aſcend, and the viſion EY Bag 
Scene changes to the plan of Blenbeim-caſtle, 
| „„ +: - 


— — — — —— 
— 
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A ROS AMO p. 
AENRY, farting from the couch. 


Where have my zaviſh'd ſenſes been! 


What joys, what wonders, have I ſeen! 
The ſcene yet ſtands before my eye, 
A thouſand glorious deeds that lie 
In deep futurity obſcure, 
Fights and triumphs immature, 
Heroes immers'd in time's dark womb, 
Ripening for mighty years to come, 
Break forth, and, to the day diſplayd, 
My ſoft inglorious hours upbraid. 
Tranſported with ſo bright a ſcheme, 
My waking life appears a dream. FS 
Adien ye wanton ſhades and bowers, N 
Wreaths of myrile, beds af flowers, 
Roſy brakes, : * . 
Silver lakes, | | K 
To love and you REL þ Sk 
O Roſamond! O rifing woe! 
Why do my weeping eyes o'erflow ? 
O Roſamond! O fair diſtreſs'd, 
How ſhall my heart, with grief oppreſs d, 
Its unrelenting purpoſe tell; 
And take the long, the laſt farewel! 
Riſe, glory, riſe in all thy charms, 
Thy waving creft, and burnifh'd arms, 3 
| Spread thy gilded banners round, IS 
Make thy thundering courſer bound, 15h 
i . | 1 


| To gain his love, or bear bis rage. 


RosSAmMOND, #3 
Bid the drum and trumpet join, | | 
Warm my foul with rage diuiae; 
All thy pomps around thee call. 
To conquer wu ill 10 them all. I (Exit. 


N II. 


18 


The Scene —— a to that part of the "INE" whevi 


Sir Truſty lies upon the ground, with the bow! 
and FO on the table. | 


be 
© Enter 2 E 2E w. 
Every ſtar, and every pow'r, _ 
Look down on this i important hour : 
Lend your protection and defence, 5 
Every guard of innocence! 3 
Help me my Henry to aſſuage, * 


Myſterious love, uncertain trea ſure, 
Haff thou more of pain or * Me: 7 
Chil d with tar, _ FF 
Kill d with fearg, | Y 
Endleſs torments duvelt about thee : 
Tit ⁊ubo would live, and live quithout thee ? 
But oh the ſight my ſoul alarms ; | 5 
Muy Lord appears, Tm all on fire! _ 
Why am I baniſh'd from his arms ? 
My heart's too full; 1 muſt retire. 
| [Retires tothe end of the flage.. 


SCENE 


#4, 
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SCENE u. 
K and Quez ns, 


KING. 


Some dreadful birth of fate is near: 


Or why, my ſoul, unus d to fear, 

With ſecret horror doſt thou ſhake ?? 
Can dreams ſuch dire impreſſions make! 
What means this ſolemn, filent ſhow ? 
'This pomp of death, this ſcene of woe ! 


Support me, heav'n! what's this I read ? 


O horror! Roſamond is dead. | 
What ſhall I ſay, or whither turn ? 


With grief and rage, and love, I burn : I Gas 1 


From thought to thought my ſoul i 18 toſt, 
And in the whirl of paſſion loſt, 
Why did I not in battle fall, 8 
Cruſh'd by the thunder of the Gaul if 
Why did the ſpear my boſom miſs ? 
Ye pow'rs, was I reſerv'd for this ? 
Diſtracted with woe . 
Il ruſh on the foe bs 
To ſeth my relief : 5 
| The fevord or the dart e Phat 
Shall pierce my Jad i... 
And finiſh my grief ! 2 


1 


* 


n — . — a 
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nnn. fp 
Fain wou'd my tongue his griefs again £6 NW 
And give his tortur'd boſom eaſe, 1 4. 
| ETS. 
But ſee! the cauſe of all my fears, 1 
The ſource of all my grief appear! 
No unexpected gueſt is here Th 
The fatal bowl e Sort ap EO 
Inform'd my foul . 
Eleonora was too near. $7 i 3 
2 EE N. 6 61 | 
Why do I here my Lord receive? werdeR, MM 
- (nib A@e 0: ole bk 
Is this the welcome that yow-give ? © 6nd #0 0 
Fe ts | util iogh e 
Thus ſhou'd divided lovers meet? - 3 ere th fea x 
1 . 
Aud is it thus, ah ! thus doe greet } 3 
29 EE N. A 
What i in a theſe guilty: ſhades cou'd 1 1 P * 
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2UEBEN. 
A keg unrepotvwinge ' 
0 * 1 of E. 
4 rag io unrelenting. © 
| BOT a. 
Will for ever © 
” Love difſever, 
Will for ever break our rel. 
KING. 
Floods of ſorrow will I ſhed 
| To mourn the lovely ſhade! 
My Roſamond, alas, 1s dead, | 


And where, O where * | 


So bright a bloom, /o ſift an air, 
Did ever nymph diſcloſes !. 
The lily vas not half ſo fair, 
Ner half /o ſaueet the roſe, 
How is | his heart with _— } 
My Lord, I cannot ſee you mourn : 


The living you lament: while I. 
To de lamented ſo, cou d die. | 


e AR III 


The living! ſpeak, oh fpeak again } 
Why will you dally with my pain? 
| 2UKEN. 


[At. 


Were your lov'd Nenn alive, 


Wou'd not my former wrongs revive? 


£4 
* 


KING. 


ROS AMO * D. 


KING. 
Oh no; by viſions from above 
Prepar'd for grief, and freed from love, 
I came to take my laſt adieu. 


QUEEN. 


How am I bleſs'd if this de true LAae. 


L XING. 98 
And Jeare th* unhappy nymph for you. 
But O0 ö 
| 2U E E N. 
Forbear, my Lord, to grieve, 
And know your Roſamond dots live. 
If tis joy to wound 4 lover, 
How much more to give him eaſe ? 
When his paſſion ve diſcover, | 
Oh hoty pleaſing tis to pleaſe!  _ 
The Bliſs returns, and aue receive OD 
B greater than we gie. 
| K 1 wy G. 
O quickly relate 
This riddle of fate q 
My impatience. forgive, 
Does Ro/amond live? : 


2UFEN. I 


The bowl, with drowſy juices fill'd, 
From cold Egyptian drugs diſtill'd, 


In borrow'd death has clos'd her eyes; 2 7, : - | 


But ſoon the waking nymph ſhall riſe, 
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And, in a convent plac'd, admire 
The cloiſter'd walls and virgin choir : - 

: With them in ſongs and hymns divine 
The beauteous penitent ſhall join, 
And bid the guilty world adieu. 


eas am 1 bleſt if this be true ! ! 


-2UEEN. 


Atoning for herſelf and you. 
KING. 
I aſk no more! ſecare the fair 
In life and bliſs: I afk not where: 
For ever from my fancy fled 
May the whole world believe her dead. 
That no foul miniſter of vice 
Again my ſinking ſoul intice 
Its broken paſſion to renew, 
But let me live and die with you. 


DUE E N. 


How does my heart for ſuch a prize 
The vain cenſorious world deſpiſe, 
Tho' diſtant ages, yet unborn, 
For Ro/amond ſhall falſly mourn ; - 
And with the preſent times agree, 
To brand my name with cruelty ; 
How does my heart for ſuch a prize 
The vain cenſorious would deſpiſe 
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But Zh 


Ros AM ON . 
But ſee your ſlave; while yet I ſpeak, 
From his dull trance unfetter'd break! 
As he the potion ſhall ſurvive 
Believe your Ræſanond alive. 
KING. 
O happy day! O pleaſing view!. 

My Queen forgives 
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—— My Lord is true. 

| KING. 
No more PII change. 2 
CUEESM 
No more III grieve : | 
| BOTH, 
But ter thus united live. 
Sir FRUSTY awaking: 
In which world am I! all I fee, 
Ev'ry thicket, buſh and tree, 

So like the place from whence I came, 
That one wou'd ſwear it were the ſame. 
My former legs too, by their pace? | 

And by the whiſkers, tis my face! 
The ſelf-ſame habit, gard and mien! 
They ne'er won'd bury me in green. 


80 R OS AM ON . 


SCENE IV. 


GRIDELINE and Sir TRUSTY: 


GRIDELINE. 


Have I then liv'd to ſee this hour, 
And took thee in the very bow'r ? 
Sir TRUST 7. 

Widow Tru/ty, why ſo fine? 

Why doſt thou thus in colours ſhine ? 
Thou ſhould'ſt thy huſband's death bewail 
In ſable veſture, peak and veil. 
i | GRIDELINE. 
Forbear theſe fooliſh freaks, and ſee 
How our good King and Queen agree. 
Why ſhou'd not we their ſteps purſue, 
And do as our ſuperiors do? 

| Sir T RUS 7 7 
Am I bewitch'd, or do I dream? 
I know not who, or where I am, | 
Or what I hear, or what I ſee; © 


But this I'm ſure, howe'er it be, 

It ſaits a perſon in my ſtation te 
J“ obſerye the mode, and be in falblon. 

Then let not Grideline the chaſte | . 


Offended be for what is paſt, 
And hence anew my vows I plight 
To be a faithful courteous knight. 


- . 
* * * 
R 
ts 


Ros AMON Db 


| G RID ELIN. 
1 I'll too my plighted vows renew, 
bs Since tis ſo courtly to be true. RN 
Since conjugal paſſion | 
Is came into faſhion, 
And marriage ſo bleſt on the throne is, 


| Like a Venus II pine, 2 
, Be fond and be fine, 

2 And Sir Truſty all be my Adonis. 

F sir TRUST 7 5 


And Sir Truſty ſpall be thy Adonis. 


The KING and QUEEN advancing. 


KING. 


Who to forbidden joys wou'd rove, 

That knows the ſweets of virtuous love? 
Hymen, thou ſource of chaſte delights, 
Chearful days, and bliſsful nights, 

Thou doſt untainted joys diſpenſe, 

And pleaſure join with innocence : 

Thy raptures laſt, and are ſincere, 

From future grief and preſent fear. 


BOTH. 3 
FFho to forbidden j Joys wou'd rove, | ; 3 
That knows the faveets of virtuous love ? 
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TRAGEDY. 


Bece ſpectaculum dignum, ad _ reſpiciat, intentus 
operi ſao, Deus! Ecce. par Deo dignum, vir fortis 
cum mala fortuna compoſitus! Non video, inquam, 
quid habeat in terris Jupiter pulchrius, fi convertere 
animum velit, quam ut ſpectet Catonem, jam parti- 
dus non ſemel fraftis, nihilominùs inter ruinas pub · 
licas erectum. | Sen, de Divin. Prov. 
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Te the AUTHO R of the 
TRAGEDY of CATO. + 


HILE you the fierce divided Britons awe, 
And Cato with an equal virtue draw, 
While enwy ts itſelf in wonder loſt, — 
And faction, ſtriue who ſhall applaud you moſt ; 
Forgive the fond ambition of a friend, 
Who hopes himſelf, not you, to recommend, 
And join th? applauſe which all the learn'd beſtow 
On one, to whom a perfe& work they owe. 
To my * light ſcenes I once inſcrib'd your name, 
And impotently ſtrove to borrow fame: 
Soon will that die, which adds thy name to mine; 
Let me then live, join'd to a work of thine. 


RICHARD STEELE. 


* Tender Huſband, dedicated to Mr, Addiſon, 
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18 Cato Thines in 7irgiPs epic ſong, 
| Preſcribing laws among th* ZJy/fian throng ; 
Though Lucar's verſe, exalted by his name, 
Oer Gods themſelves has rais'd the hero's fame; 
'Fhe Roman ſtage did ne*er his image ſee, 
Drawn at full length; a taſk reſerv'd for thee. 
By thee we view the ftnifh®d figure riſe, 
And awful march before our raviſh'd eyes ; 
We hear his voice, aſſerting virtue's cauſe ; 
His fate renew*d our deep attention draws, 
Excites by turns our various hopes and fears, 
And all the patriot in thy ſcene appears. 

On Nes banks thy thought was fliſt infpir'd, 
*T'was there, to ſome indulgent grove retir'd, 
Rome's ancient fortunes rolling in thy mind, 

Thy happy maſe this manly work deſign'd: 

Or in a dream thou ſau'ſt Rome's genius Rand, 
And, leading Cato bis ſacred hand, 

Point out th' immortal fabje& of thy lays, 

And aſk this labour to record his praife. i. 

'Tis done the hero lives, and charris our age! Tk 

While nobler niorals grace the Britifh ſtage ! 3 
Great SHaleſpear's ghoſt, the ſolemn ſtrain to hear, 
(Methinks4 fee the laurelPd ſhade appear!) | 
Will hover o'er the ſcene, and wond'ring view 
His fav'rite Brutus tival'd thus by you. 5 
Such Roman greatneſs in each action ſhines, b 
Such Roman eloquence adorns your lines, | 


That . 


[57] 


That ſure the $iZy{s books this year foretold, 


And in ſome myſtic leaf was ſeen inroll dd. 
« 'Rome, turn thy mournful eyes from Hfric' 8 ore, 
Nor in her ſands thy Cato's tomb explore Fee 


When thrice fix hundred times the circling ſun 
His annual race ſhall through the zodiac run, 
An iſle remote his monument ſhall enn, | _ 
And ev'ry.gen'rous Briton pay a tear“ 


* 


J. Hy o 


Hat do we ſee! is Cato chen 3 | 
A greater name in Britain than. i in Rome 9 
Does mankind now admire his virtues more, = 
Though Lucan, Horace, Virgil wrote before ? ? 8 | z 2 5 
How will poſterity this truth explain? 
<« Cato begins to live in Annas reign:” N 1 
The world's great chiefs, in council or in arms, 
Riſe in your lines with more exalted charms ;. 
Illuſtrious deeds in diſtant nations wrought, . 
And virtues by departed heroes taught, 
Raiſe in your ſoul a pure immortal flame, 


Adorn your life, and conſecrate- your fame: 


To your renown all ages you ſubdue, 
And Cz/ar fought, and Cato bled for you- 
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IS nobly done thus to enrich the ſtage, 

And raiſe the thoughts of a degenerate age, 
To ſhow, how endleſs joys from freedom ſpring: 
How life in bondage is a worthleſs thing. 
The inborn greatneſs of your ſoul we view, 
You tread the paths frequented by the few. 
W. © much ſtrength you write, and ſo much eaſe, 
Virtue, aud ſenſe! how durſt you hope to pleaſe ? 10 
Vet crowds the ſentiments of every line | Y 
Impartial clap'd, and own'd the work divine. 5 
Even the ſour critics, who malicious came, 

Eager to cenſure, and reſolv'd to blame, ; 

= Finding the hero regularly riſe, HK, 

3 Great, while he lives, but greater when he dies, 

=  Sullen approv'd, too obſtinate to melt, 

And ſicken'd with the pleaſures, which they felt. 

| Not fo the Fair their paſſions ſecret kept, 

1 Silent they heard, but as they heard, they wept, 

When gloriouſly the blooming Marcus dy'd,  * 

And Cato told the gods, Pm fabi dl]. 

See! how your lays the Britiſh youth inflame! 
They long to ſhoot, and ripen into fame; 
Applauding theatres diſturb their reſt, 

And unborn Catt's heaye in every breaſt; 

Their nightly dreams their daily thoughts repeat, 
And pulſes high with fancy'd glories beat, 

6. So, griev'd to view the Marathonian ſpoils, 1 
4 The young Themiſtacles vowed equal toils ; | N 


Did 
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[ 59 ] 


Did then his ſchemes of future honours draw 
From the long triumphs which with tears he ſaw, 
How ſhall I your unrival'd worth proclaim, 

Loſt in the ſpreading circle of your fame! 

We ſaw you the great William's praiſe rehearſe, 
And paint Britannia's joys in Roman verſe. 

We heard at diſtance ſoft, inchanting ſtrains, 
From Slooming mountains, and Halian plains. 
Virgil began in Engliſb dreſs to ſnine, 

His voice, his looks, his grandeur ſtill divine. 
From him too ſoon unfriendly you withdrew, 
But brought the tuneful Ow7d to our view. 
Then, the delightful theme of every tongue, 
Th' immortal, Mar/'brough was your darling ſong ; 
From climè to clime the mighty victor flew, 
From clime to elime as ſwiftly you purſue z _ 
Still with the hero's glow'd the poet's flame, 
Still with his.conqueſts you enlarg'd your fame. 


With boundleſs raptures here the muſe could ſwell, 


And on your Raſamond ſor ever dwell: _ 

There opening ſweets, and every fragrant flower 
Luxuriant ſmile, a never- fading bower. > 
Next, human follies kindly to expoſe; 

You change from numbers, but not ſink in proſe: ; 
Whether in viſtonary ſcenes you play, ad) 
Refine our taſtes, or laugh our crimes away. 
Now, by the buſkin'd muſe you ſhine confeſt, 
The patriot kindles in the poet's breaſt. 

Such energy of ſenſe might pleaſure raiſe, | 

| Though unembelliſh'd with the charms of phraſe: 
| 5 D 6 


Such 


| SJ 
Such charms of phraſe would with ſueceſs be crown?d, 
Though nonſenſe flow'd in the melodious ſound. 
The chaſteſt virgin needs no bluſhes fear, | 
The learn'd themſelves, not uninſtructed, hear. 
The libertine, in pleaſures us'd to roll, wy 
And idly ſport with an immortal ſoul, 

Here comes, and by the virtuous heathen taught, 
Turns pale, and trembles at the dreadful thought, 
When-e'er you traverſe vaſt Numidia's plains, 

What ſluggiſh Briton in his iſle remains? 

When Fuba'feeks the tiger with delight, 

We beat the thicket, and provoke the fight. 

By the deſcription warm'd, we fondly ſweat, 

And in the chilling eaſt- wind pant with heat. 

What eyes behold not, how the fream refints, 

Till by degrees the floating mirrour ines? 

While hurricanes in circling eddies play, 

Tear up the ſantls, and fovetp whole plains awhy. 

We ſhrink with horror, and eonfeſs our fear, 

And all the ſudden ſounding ruin hear. 

When purple robes, diftain'd with blood, deceive, 

And make poor Marcia beautifally-grieve, | 

When ſhe her ſecret thoughts no more conceals, 

Forgets the woman, and her flame reveals, 

Well may the Prince exult with noble pride, 

Not for his Libyan crown, but Roman bride. 
But I in vain on fingle features dwell, 

While all the parts of the fair piece excel. 

So rich the ſtore, ſo dubious is the feaſt, : 

We know not, which to paſs, or which to taſte, 
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SE. 
The ſhining incidents ſo juſtly fall, 
We may the whole new ſcenes of tranſport call. 
Thus jewellers confound our wand'ring eyes, ZN 
And with variety of gems ſurpriſe. 
Here Saphires, here the Sardian Stone is ſeen * 
The Topaz yellow, and the Jaſper green. 
The coſtly Brilliant there, confus'dly bright, 
From numerous ſurfaces darts trembling light. 
The different colours mingling in a blaze, 
Silent we ſtand, unable where to praiſe, 
In pleaſure ſweetly loſt ten thouſand ways. 
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| - T O00 long hath 4h: 0 Brisas ee, 5 
And ſunk to ſoftneſs all our tragic rage; _ 

| By that alone did empireg fall or riſe, +©-: 

Et | And fate depended on Mair one's eyes; | 

[ | The ſweet infection, Met with dangerous art, 4 

| Debas'd our manhood while it ſooth'd the heart, NH 


— 


You ſcorn to raiſe a' grief thyſelf muſt ie Wann 
Nor from our weakneſs ſteal a vulgar fame | 

| A patriot's fall my juſtly melt the mind; | 
& And tears flow nobly, ſhed for all mankind. 
f 8 How do our fouls with gen'rous pleaſure glow! 
Our hearts exulting, while our eyes o'erflow, .. 
When thy firm hero ſtands beneath the weight 
Of all his ſufferings venerably great; 
Rome's poor remains ſtill ſhelt'ring by his fide, 
1 With conſcious virtue, and becoming pride. 

The aged oak thus rears his head in air, 
His ſap exhauſted, and his branches bare; 
Midſt ſtorms and earthquakes he maintains his ſtate, 
Fixt deep in earth, and faſten'd by his weight. 
His naked boughs till lend the ſhepherds aid, 
| And his old trunk projects an awful ſhade. 

Amidſt the joys triumphant peace beſtows, 
Our patriots ſadden at his glorious woes, 
| Awhile they let the world's great bus neſs wait, 
Anxious for Rome, and ſigh for Cato's fate. 
£ * Here taught how ancient heroes roſe to fame, 
3 Our Britons crowd, and catch the Reman flame. 


Where 


[ 63 ] 
Where ſtates and ſenates well might lend an ear, 
And kings and prieſts without a bluſh appear. THESE 
France boaſts no more, but, fearful to engage, * 
Now firſt pays homage to her rival's ſtage, 
Haſtes to learn thee, and learning ſhall ſubmit 
Alike to Britiſh arms, and Britiſh wit: 0 _ 
No more ſhe'll wonder, (forc'd to do us right) 
Who think like Romans, cou'd like Romans fight. © 
Thy Oxford ſmiles this glorious work to ee, 
And fondly triumphs in a ſon like the. 
The ſenates, conſuls and the gods of Rm, . 


Like old acquaintance at their native home, 


In thee we find: each deed, each word expreſt, 

And every thought that ſwelPd a Roman breaſt. 
We trace each hint that could thy foul inſpire 
With Virgil's judgment, and with Lucay's fire; | 


We know thy worth, and, give us leave to boaſt; 


We moſt admire, becauſe we know thee moſt. 
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8 IX, 
HEN your generous labour firſt I view d: 
- And. Cato's hands in his own blood imbru'd;- 

That ſcene of death ſo terrible appears, 

My ſoul could only thank you with her tears. 

Yet with ſuch wondrous att your ſkilful-hand 

Does all the paſſions of the ſoul command, 

That even my grief to praiſe and wonder turn'd, 

And envy'd the great death which firſt I mourn'd. 
What pen but your's could draw the doubtrful ſtrife, 

Of honour ſtruggling with the love of life ?. 

Deſcribe the-patriot, obſtinately good; 

As hoveting o'er eternity he ſtood : 

The wide, th* unbounded ocean lay. before 

His piercing fight, .and heav'n the diſtant ſhore. 

Secure of endleſs bliſs, with fearleſs eyes, 

He graſps the dagger, and its point defies, 

And ruſhes out of life, to ſnatch the glorious prize. 
How. would old Reme: rejoice, to hear you tell 

How juſt her patriot liv'd, how great he fell! 

Recount his-wond*rous-probity and truth, 

And form new Juba's in the Britiſb youth. 

Their generous ſouls, when he reſigns his breath, 

Are pleas'd with ruin and in love with death. 

And when her conquering ſword Britannia draws, 

Reſol ves to periſh,.or defend her cauſe. 

Now firſt on Albionꝰs theatre we ſee, 

A perfect image of what man ſhould be; 

The glorious character is now expreſt, 

Of virtue dwelling in a human breaſt. 


Drawn 


[65]. 
Drawn at full length by your immortal lines, 
In Cato's ſoul, as in her heay'n ſhe ſhines. 


— | Drgvy Corrs, | 


Left with the Printer by an unknown hand. 


OW we may ſpeak, ſince Cato ſpeaks no more; 
"Tis praiſe at length, *twas raptare all before; 
When crowded' theatres with 13s rang 
Sent to the ſkies, from whence thy genius ſprung :. 
Even civil rage awhile in thine was loſt | 
And factions ſtrove but to applaud thee moſt: 
Nor could enjoyment pall our longing taſte ; 
But every night was dearer than the laſt, 

As when old Rome in à malignant hour 
Depri d'd of ſome returning conqueror, 
Her debt of triumph to the dead diſcharg'd, 
For fame, for treaſure, and ber bounds enlarg'd: 
And, while his god-like figure mov'd along, 
Alternate paſſions fit'd th' adoring throng ; I tongue. >. 
Tears flow'd from every eye, and ſhouts from every 
So in thy pompous line has Care far'd, 
Grac'd with an ample, though a late reward: 
A greater victor we in him revere; 
A nobler triumph crowns his image here: 

With wonder, as with pleaſure, we ſurvey. 
A theme ſo. ſcanty wrought into a play; 


+ 4 4.4 


Learn, like his paſſions, to rebel no more! 


| While Caro counts his wounds, and not his years; , 


In ſtrains as precious as his hero's blood; | . 


[ 66 ] 


So vaſt a pile on ſuch foundations plac'd ; 
Like Ammon's temple rear'd on Libya's waſte: 
Behold its glowing paint ! its eaſy weight! 
Its nice proportions ! and ſtupendous height! 
How chaſte the conduct, how divine the rage F-- 
A Roman worthy on a Grecian ſtage! | | 
But where ſhall Cato's praiſe begin or end; 
Inclin'd to melt, and yet-untaught to bend, 
The firmeſt patriot, and the gentleſt friend! 
How great his genius when the traitor crowd 
Ready to ſtrike the blow their fury vow'd; 
Quell'd by his look, and liſtning to his lore, 


When, laviſh of his boiling blood, to prove 
The cure of laviſh life, and lighted love, 
Brave Marcus new in early death appears 


Who, checking private grief, the public mourns, 
Commands the pity he ſo greatly ſcorns. 

But when he ſtrikes (to crown his generous part) 
That honeſt, ſtanch, impracticable heart; 

No tears, no ſobs purſue his parting breath; 
The dying Roman ſhames the pomp of death. 

O ſacred freedom, which the powers beſtow 
To ſeaſon bleſſings, and to ſoften woe 3 | 
Plant of our growth, and aim of al! our cares, 
The toil of ages, and the crown of war: 
If taught by thee, the Poet's wit has flow'd 
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Perſerve thoſe ſtrains, an everlaſting charm 


To keep that blood, and thy remembrance warm: 


Be this thy guardian image ſtill ſecure, 

In vain ſhall force invade, or fraud allure; 
Our great Palladium ſhall perform its part, 
Fix'd and inſhrin'd in every Britiſb heart. 


HE mind to virtue is by verſe ſubdu'd 
And the true Poet is a public good. 
This Britain feels, while, by your lines inſpir'd, 
Her free-born ſons to glorious thoughts are fir d. 
In Rome had you eſpous'd the vanquiſh'd cauſe, 
Inflam'd her ſenate, and upheld her laws; 
Your many ſcenes had liberty reſtor'd ; 
And giv'n the juſt ſacceſs to Cato's ſword : 
O'er Cæſar's arms your genius had aids 
And the muſe triumph'd, where the patriot fail'd. 
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Spoken by Mr. W IL X S. Y 

ö f | © wake the foul by tender ſtrokes of art, _ 
| | | 75 To raiſe the genius, and to mend the heart, L 


Fo make mankind in conſcious virtue bold, L 
Live o'er each ſcene, and be what they behold : | 
For this the tragic mufe firſt trod the ſtage, 
Commanding tears to fream thro* every age z. 
Tyrants no more their ſavage nature kept, 
And foes to virtue wonder'd how they wept. 
Our author ſhuns by vulgar ſprings to move 
The hero's glory, or the virgins loves, 
And wild ambition well deſerves its. woe. 
Here tears ſhall flow from a more generous caule,. 
Such tears as patriots ſhed for dying laws: 
He bids your breaſts with ancient ardour riſe, 
And calls forth Roman drops from Britiſb eyes. 
Virtue confeſs'd in human ſhape he draws, 
What Plato thought, and god-like Cato was: 
No common object to your fight diſplays, 

But what with pleaſure heav'n itſelf ſurveys;. 
A brave man ſtruggling in the ſtorms of fate, 
And greatly falling with a falling ſtate! 


While. 
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While Cate gives his little ſenate laws, 

What boſom beats not in his country's cauſe? - 
Who ſees him act, but envies every deed:? 

Who hears him groan, and does not wiſh to bleed ? oo 
Even when proud Ce/ar *midft triumphal cars, =_ 
The ſpoils of nations, and the pomp of wars, 
Ignobly vain, and impotently great, 

| Show'd Rune her Cato's figure drawn in ſtate, 

As her dead father's reverend image paſt, 

f The pomp was darken'd, and the day o' ercaſt, 

I be triumph ceas'd - tears guſh'd from every eye, 

f The world's great victor paſa'd unheeded by; 

Her laſt good man dejected Rome ador'd, 

And honour'd. Cz/ar's leſs than Cato's ſword, 

Britons attend: be worth. like this approv'd, i 
And ſhow you have the virtue to be mov'd. ; - = 
With honeſt ſcorn the firſt-fam'd Caro view'd i 
Rome learning arts from Greece, whom ſhe ſubdu'd, 4 
Our ſcene precariouſly ſubſiſts too long | 9 Y 
On French tranſlation, and Italian ſong : | 

Dare to have ſenſe yourſelves ; aſſert the ſtage, 
Be juſtly warm'd with your own. native rage. 
Such plays alone ſhould pleaſe a Britiſb ear, 

As Cato's ſelf had not diſdain'd to hear. 
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Dramatis 


CAT O. 


Lucius, a Senator, 
Sempronius, a Senator, 
Juba, Prince of Numidia, 


— 


M K N. " 


Syphax, General of the nen | 


Portius, 
Marcus, 


[ Sons of Cato, 


e, Ambaſſador from C aun. | 


ms. 284255 


Mr. Dark 


Mr. Keen. 1 
Mr. Mills, - 
Mr. Vill. 
Mr. Cibber. 

Mr. Porvell. 


Mr. Ryan. 


Mr. Bowman. 


| Matineers, Guards, e. ' 


W 0 ME N. 


Marcia, Daughter to Cato, | 


Lucia, Daughter to Lucius, 


MIS. Oldfield. 
Mrs. Porter. 


SCENE a large hall in the Governor's 


palace of Utica. 
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Pup 0 R 77 N d: evol woll 
HE n over-caſt; the morning Toars; 0" - 4. 
And beavily in clouds brings on the day, Ne oS. 9. 
( | The ea th? important day, big with the fate H.. 7 &. | 
Of Cato and of Nome Our fathers den Fo ö 
Would fill up all the guilt of civil Warrnrn 0 3 | 
And cloſe the ſeent'of blood.” Already Ca. 
Has ravag'd more; than half the globe, and ſees w 

Mankind grown thin by bis deſtructive ſword ;© fl 

Should he go further, numbers would be wanting 

To form new battles, and ſupport, his crimes. . 
. | Ye gods, what havock does ambition make a 
1 Among your works | 4+ 1 4% 
MARCUS. WOES 4 

Thy ſteady temper; . Portizg,..... © 1 ; 
| Can look on, guilt, rebellion, fraud, and. cal, 5 : 40 
, In the calm lights of mild philoſophy ; L F1 


5 


= 
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Im tortur'd, even to madneſs, when 1 think 

On the proud victor: every time he's nam'd ] 

Phar/alia riſes to my view!——]I ſee 

Th? inſulting tyrant, prancing o'er the field 

Strow'd with Rome's citizens, and drench'd in flaughter, 

His horſe's hoofs wet with patrician blood! 

Oh Portius, is there-not ſome choſen curſe, 

Some hidden thunder in the ſtores of heav*n, 

| Red with uncommon wrath, to blaſt the man, 
Who awes his greatueſs to his country's ruin? 


PORTIUS. 


Believe me, Marcus, tis an impious greatneſs, 
And mixt with too much horror to be envy'd : 
How does the luſtre of our father's actions, 

Through the dark cloud of ills that cover him, 
Break out, and hurn witch more triumphant brightne(! 
His ſufferings ſhine, and ſpread a glory round him; 

Greatly unfortunate, he fights the cauſe 
Of honour, virtue, liberty, and Rome. 

His ſword ne'er fell but on the guilty head; 

Oppreſſion, tyranny, and power uſurp” „ 7 

_ all the vengeance of his arm apo dem. 


MARCUS. 


Who knows not this? but what can Cato do 
Againſt a world, a baſe degenerate world, 

That courts the yoke, and bows the neck to Car ? 
Pent up in Utica he vainly forme 


A poor epitome of Roman greatneſs, 
And, eover'd with Nzmidian guards, direfts 


GA T0 . 


A feeble army, and an empty ſenate; 
Remnants of mighty battles fought in vain, 
By heavens, ſuch virtues, join'd with ſuch ſucceſs, 
Diſtract my very ſoul : Our father's fortune 
Would almof tempt us to renounce his e 


„„ 
| Remember what our father oft has told us : 
I; The ways of heav'n are dark and intricate, 
| Puzzled in mazes, and peapiox i with errors 2 ; 
Our underſtanding traces *em in vain, | 
: Loſt and bewilder'd in the fruitleſs ſearch : 
F Nor ſees with how much art the windings run, 
A Nor where the regular confuſion ends. 


MARCUS. 
Theſe are ſuggeſtions of a mind at eaſe; 
Oh, Portius, didſt thou taſte but half the griefs 
That wring my ſoul, thou couldſt not talk thus coldly. 
Paſſion unpity'd, and ſucceſsleſs love, | 
Plant daggers in my heart, and aggravate 
My other griefs. Were but my Lucia kind 


Ä ERS | 
Thou ſee'ſt not that thy brother is thy rival: | 
But J muſt hide it, for I know thy temper. [Alas 
Now, Marcus, now, thy virtue's on the proof: 
Put forth thy utmoſt ſtrength, work every nerve, 
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And call up all thy father in thy ſoul: 

To quell the tyrant love, and guard thy heart 

On this weak fide, where moſt our nature fails, 
Tr Would be a conqueſt worthy Cato s ſon, | 
1 Vol. I. 1 M AR. 
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| MARCUS e 
Portius, the counſel which I cannot take, 


Inſtead of healing, but upþbraids my weakneſs. - | 


Bid me for honour plunge into a war 


Of thickeſt foes, and ruſh on certain death, 


Then ſhalt thou ſee that Marcus is not low 
To follow glory, and confeſs his father. 


Love is not to be reaſon'd down, or loſt 


In high ambition, and a thirſt of greatneſs ; 
*Tis ſecond life, it grows into the ſoul, 
Warms every vein, and beats in every pulſe, 
I feel it here: my reſolution melts ———— 
PORTIUS. 
Behold young Juba, the Numidian Prince! 
With how much care he forms himſelf to glory, 


And breaks the fierceneſs of his native temper, 


To copy out our father's bright example. 
He loves our ſiſter Marcia, greatly loves her, 
His eyes, his looks, his actions all betray it: 


But fill the ſmother'd fondneſs' burns within him, 


When moſt it ſwells, and labours for a vent, 


The ſenſe of honour, and deſire of fame 


Drive the big paſſion back into his heart. 
What! ſhall an African, ſhall Zuba's heir 
Reproach great Cato's ſon, and ſhow the world 
A virtue wanting in a Roman ſoul? 
MARCUS. 


Portius, no more! your words leave ſtings behind em. 


When-e er did Jabs, or did Portius, ſhow 
£ ; 


And. thrown me out in the purſuits of honour ? 


— 


A virtue that has caſt me at a diſtance, 


% TORE U-8.. 
Marcus, I know thy gen'rous temper well; 
Fling but th? appearance of diſhonour on it, I 
It ſtraight takes fire, and mounts into a blaze. 4 
0 MARCUS. ' 
A brother” s ſufferings claim a brother's pity. 


PORTIUS. 

Heaven knows I pity thee: behold my eyes 
Even whilſt I ſpeak——Do they not ſwim in tears? 
Were but my heart as naked ta thy view, 

Marcus would ſee it bleed in his behalf. 


MARCUS. 
. Why then doſt treat me with rebukes, inſtead 


Of kind Ong cares, and friendly ſorrow? 


£@-&A F.& I}. $8: 
O Marcus, did I know the way to eaſe | 


Thy troubled heart, and mitigate thy pains, 
| — believe me, I could die ta do it. 


MARCUS. | 
Thou beſt of brothers, and thou beſt of friends 

Pardon a weak diſtemper'd ſoul, that ſwells 

With ſudden guſts, and finks as ſoon in Ac "2 


The ſport of paſſions :—but Sempronius comes: 
- He muſt not find this ſoftneſs hanging on me. [ Zæit, 


W C AT ©: 


S CE N E II. 1 


S EMP RON IVS, PoRT Ius. 1 
SEMPRONIUS. | 2 


- Confpiracios. no ſooner ſhould be form'd 
Than executed. What means Poriius here? 
1 like not that cold youth. I muſt diſſemble, 
And ſpeak a language foreign to my heart. ¶ Ade, 
Good-morrow Portius let us once embrace, 
Once more embrace; whilſt yet we both are free, 
To-morrow ſhould we thus expreſs our friendſhip, 
Each might receive a ſlave into his arms : 
This ſun perhaps, this morning ſun's the laſt, 
That e'er ſhall riſe on Raman liberty. | | 
P O RTIUS. „ 
My father has this morning call'd together 
To this poor hall his little Roman ſenate, 
(The leavings of Phar/alia) to conſult 
If yet he can oppoſe the mighty torrent 
'That bears down Rome, and all her gods, before it, 
Or muſt at length give up the world to Cæſar. 


 &'EMPRONIUS. 
Not all the pomp and majeſty of Rome 
Can raiſe her Senate more than Caro's preſencs, 
His virtues render our aſſembly awful, 
They firike with ſomething like religious fear, 
And make even Cz/ar tremble at the head ö 
| | 4. | Of 1 
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Of armies fluſh'd with conqueſt: O my Portiut, 
5 Could I but call that wondrous man my father, 


# Would but thy ſiſter Marcia be propitiouss 
[TY - To thy friend's vows : I might be bleſs indeed! | 
, PORTIUS. 


Alas! Sempronius, wouldſt thou talk of love * © 
To Marcia, whilſt her father's life's in danger? | 
Thou might'ſt as well court the pale trembling veſtal, 
When ſhe beholds the holy flame expiring. 


-SEMPRONIUS. 
The more I ſee the wonders of thy race, | 
The more I'm charm'd. Thou muſt take heed, myPortiuet 
The world has all' its eyes on Cate's ſon, 
Thy father's merit ſets thee up to view, 8 
And ſhows thee in the faireſt point of light, - 
FN To make thy virtues, or thy faults conſpicuous. 


| EE __ PORT1US. 

| | Well doſt thou ſeem to check my ling'ring here 
On this important hour I'll ſtraight away 
And while the fathers of the Senate meet, 
In cloſe debate to weigh th' events of war, 

I'll animate the ſoldier's drooping courage, 
With love of freedom, and contempt of life: 

I'll thunder in their ears their country's cauſe,” © 
And try to rouſe up all that's Roman in em. 

*Tis not in mortals to command ſucceſs, 


But we'll do more, Semproniut; we'll deſerve it. [ Exit. 
; P „ ©: 
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SEMPRONIUS foe. „ 

Curſe on the ſtripling! how he apes his fire! 1 a 
Ambitiouſly ſententious i but I wonder „ 1 
Old Sypbax comes not; his Numidian genius 1 


Is well diſpos d to miſchief, were he prompt 
And eager on it; but he muſt be ſpurr'd, ' 
And every moment quickened to the ls. 
—— — Cato has us'd me ill: he has refuſed 
Fhs daughter Marcia to my ardent vows. 
Befides, his baffled arms, and ruin'd cauſe, 
Are bars to my ambition. Caſar's favour, 
That ſhow'rs down greatneſs on his friends, will raiſe me 
To Rome's firſt honours. If I give up? Cate, — 
I claim in my reward his captive daughter. 
r . 
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2 C E N E III. 
a 0 


SYPHA A. 


—— ris, all is ready, i 

I've ſounded my Namidians, man by man, 

And find em Tipe for a revolt: they all 
Complain aloud of · Cato's diſcipline, | 
And wait but the command to change their maſter. | 


- 


'$EMPRONIUS. * 
Believe me, Sypbax, there's no time to waſte; , - 
Even whilſt we ſpeak, our conqueror comes on, 


And 


: 
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And make him Lord of half the burning zone. 


CAT 


| And gathers ground upor us every moment. 


Alas! thou know'ſt not Cæſar's active ſoul, 

With what a dreadful courſe he-ruſhes on 

From war to war : in vain has nature form'd 
Mountains and oceans to oppoſe his paſſage ; 

He bounds o'er all, victorious in his march: 

The Alps and Fyreneans ſink before him, | 
Through winds and waves and ſtorms he works his ways 
Impatient for the battle: one day more {8 
Will ſet the victor thundering at our gates. 


But tell me, haſt thou yet drawn o'er young Juba? 
- ..  Fhat ſtill would recommend thee more to Cajar, 
| And challenge better terms. 


"STE H 4 X. 
Alu? he's loft, 5 


. He's loſt, Sempronius ; all his thoughts are full 
Of Cato's virtues :>— but Pl] try once more 
(For every inſtant I expect him here) | 


Tf yet I can ſubdue thoſe ſtubborn principles 
Of faith, of honour, and I know not what, 


| + That have corrupted his Numidian temper, 


And ſtruck th infection into all his ſoul, 


SEM PROM 1 
Be ſure to preſs upon him every motive. 


oy Fuba's ſurrender, ſince his father's death, 


Would give up Afric into Cæſar's hands, 


4 
* 
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S FTPHA xX. 5 
But is it true, Sempronius, that your ſenate F 
Ts call'd together? gods! thou muſt be cautious ! *L 
Cato has piercing eyes, and will diſcern 5 A | 
Our frauds, unleſs thy're cover'd thick with art: 9 | 


SEMPROMNIUS. 

Let me alone, good Syphax, I'll conceal 
My thoughts in paſſion (*tis the ſureſt way . 
P11 bellow out for Rome and for my country, 
And mouth at Cæſar *till I ſhake the ſenate, 
Your cold hypocriſy's a ſtale device, 
A worn-out trick: would thou be thought in earneſt ? ' 
Clothe e hy feign'd zeal i . in fire, in fury ! 


r. | 
In troth, thou'rt able to inſtruct gray hairs, 
And teach the wily African deceit ! 


SEMPRO N J'U S. 

Once more be ſure to try thy {kill on Juba. 
Mean while Il haſten to my Roman ſoldiers, 
Inflame the mutiny, and underhand 
Blow up their diſcontents, till they break out 
Unlook'd for, and diſcharge themſelves on Cato. 
Remember, Syhax, we muſt work in haſte: 
O think what anxious moments paſs between 
The birth of plots, and their laſt fatal periods. 
Oh! 'tis a dreadful interval of time, 
FilPd up with horror all, and big with death! 
Deſtruction hangs on every word we ſpeak, 
On every thought, 'till the concluding ſtroke 


Deter- 


M a 
; | * * 
bDPietermines all, and cloſes our deſigg. [Exit 
© | 2 SYPH 4 X falus. | 
4 | I'll try if yet I can reduce to reaſon 
19 This head. ſtrong youth, and make him ſpurn at Cato. 
0 he time is ſhort, Cæſar comes ruſhing on us.. 
9 But hold! young Juba ſees me, and approaches. 1 4 
S CE N E IV. 
Iv, S vr Ax. 5 0 
g 12 UB 4. | 
5 Syphax, 13 joy to meet thee thus alone. 


I have obſerv'd of late they looks are fallen, 
O'ercaſt with gloomy cares, and diſcontent; 
Then tell me, Syphax, I conjure thee, tell me, | 
What are the thoughts that knit thy brow in frowns, 
And turn thine eye t thus coldly on thy es 2 be: 


"SPA £25; #1 


Tis not my EA to conceal my thoughts, 
Or carry ſmiles and ſun · ſuine in my face, 


When diſcontent fits heavy at my heart. 1 
I have not yet ſo much the Roman in me. 2 
þ ” „ e 
* Why doſt thou caſt out ſuch ungenerous terms 
i Againſt the Lords and ſov'reigns of the world? 


Doſt thou not ſee mankind fall down before tem, 
And own the force of their ſuperior virtue? 
I there a nation in the wilds of Afric, 
E 5 Amidft 
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Do they with tougher ſine ys bend the bow! 


To make man mild, and ſociable to man; 
To cultivate the wild licentious ſavage ' 1 


: This Roman poliſh, and this ſmooth. behaviour, 


Amidſt our barren rocks, and burning nde 
That does not tremble at the Roman name: 
| SYPHAX. : 


Gods! where's. the worth that ſets this people. up 
Above your own Numidia's tawny ſons! 


Or flies the javelin ſwifter to its max 


Lanch'd from the vigour of a Roman arm d.. 


Who like our active African inſtructs 
The fiery ſteed, and trains him to his hand 7 


Or guides in troops th' embattled elephant, 27 
Loaden with war? theſe, theſe are arts, my Prince, 
In which your Zama does not ſtoop to Rome. 


» od & ul 
Theſe all are virtues of a meaner mat .-_ . | 
perfections that are plac'd-in bones and nerves. v7 
A Reman ſoul is bent on higher views: 
To civilize the rude unpoliſh'd world, 
And lay it under the reſtraint of laws; 


With wiſdom, diſcipline, and liberal arts; 
Th' embelliſhments of life: Virtues like theſe, 
Make human nature ſhine, reform the ſoul, 
And break our fierce barbarians into men. | 


SYPHA X. 
Patience, kind heavens !—excuſe anold man's wramth, | 
What are theſe wondrous civilizing arts, | { 


x. 


W 


e £ 

That render man thus tractable and tame? + ob 

Are they not only to diſguiſe our paſſions, 
Jo ſet our looks at variance with our thoughts, 

To check the ſtarts and ſallies of the ſoul, 

And break off all its commerce with the tongue 3: 

In ſhort, to change us into other creatutes, 
- 3  . Than What our nature and the gods defign'd us? 


FU 8. 4. 2 
To ſtrike thee dumb: turn up thy eyes to Cato?! 
There may'ſ thou ſee to what a godlike height 
The Roman virtues lift ap mortal man. 
While good, and juſt; and anxious for his friendsz. 
He's ſtill ſeverely. bent againſt himſelf; | 
Renouncing ſleep, and reſt, and food, and eaſe, 
= lle ftrives with thirſt and hunger, toil and heat; 
1 And when his fortune ſets before him all 
| The pomps-and pleaſures-that his-ſoul can wiſhz, 
His rigid virtue will accept of none. 


5 PHA . 

3 Believe mez. "IPL there's nos an African: 

That traverſes our vaſt Numidian deſerts 

In queſt of prey, and lives upon his bow, 
But better · practiſes theſe boaſted virtues. 

' Coarſe are his meals, the fortune of the chaceg. 

* Amidſt the running ſtream he-ſlakes his thirſt, . | L 

Toils all the day, and at the approach of night: 

Qn the firſt friendly bank he throws him —_— 
3 Or reſts his head n AEWIN 


[ at We % « 4 

. X . 

* o * 

1 , . 


* 


* * . * = 
= * 
AA * * g * 
- 
* 
- 
ö 0 


C : PINS — —— * WY * p nnr * 
1 . 


+ 


* - 70 * * 
at fl 1 mn * ** - * 2 5 Fo * — * = P K 
er . e e oe Oo A —— 
X 1 . 
2 er CA 


"_ * 2 
1 3 p 
$ 3 me 3 
RP Te: 1 


2 


"" ©24A i ©. Eh 
Then riſes freſh, purſues his wonted game, 
And if the following day he chance to find 


A new repaſt, or an untaſted ſpring, 
Bleſſes his ſtars, and thinks it luxufy. 


703A. 

Thy prejudices, Syphax, won't diſcern 
What virtues grow from ignorance and choice, 
Nor how the hero differs from the brute. 
But grant that others could with equal glory 
Look down on pleaſures, and the baits of ſenſe ; 
Where ſhall we find the man that bears affliction, N 
Great and majeſtic in his griefs, like Cato? © n 
Heavens! with what ſtrength, what ſteadineſs of wins, 1 
He'triumphs in the midſt of all his ſufferings! 1 
How does he riſe againſt a load of woes, 0 
And thank the gods that throw the weight upon him? T 


5 STPHAMX. | 

*Tis pride, rank pride, and haughtineſs of ſoul : 
I think the Romans call it Stoici/m. 
Had not your royal father thought ſo highly 
Of Roman virtue, and of Cat's cauſe, _ 
He had not fallen by a flave's hand, inglorious: 
Nor would his ſlaughter'd army now have lain 
On Afrie's ſands, disfigur'd with their wounds, 


To gorge the wolves and vultures of Numidia 


7034. 


Why doſt thou call my ſorrows up afreſh ? 
My father's name brings tears into my eyes. 
SE EH 


SY: 


OA I-08) 85, 
SFF 
Oh! that you'd profit by your father's ills 1 


4 4. 
What would'ft thou have me do? 


: SY.PHARK.' 
Abandon Cato. 
TUBS 

Sypbax, I ſhould be more than twice an orphan z 

By ſuch a loſe. 26.770 
| SYPHARX. | 

* e the tie that binds you! | 
You long to call him father, Marcia's charms 
[ Work in your heart unſeen, and plead for Cata. 
» No wonder you are ook to all I ſay. | 

| | . 


Syphax, your zeal becomes importunate; 
Pye hitherto permitted it to rave, 
And talk at large; but learn to keep it in, 
2 it ſhould take more freedom than Pl give it. 
heh "57 FF 92057 47 
Sir, your great father never us'd me thus. 
Alas, he's dead! but can you e'er forget | 
The tender ſorrows, and the pangs of nature, 
The fond embraces, and repeated bleſſings, 
Which you drew from him in your laſt farewel ? 
4 Still muſt I cheriſh the dear, ſad, remembrance, 
- At once to torture, and to pleaſe my foul, *. | © 
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The good old King at parting wrung my hand, 
( Fis eyes brim- full of tears) then ſighing cry 'd,. "i 
: .. Pr ythee be careful of my ſon his _ W 
S Swelldupfo high, he could not utter more. . 3 | 
L” 0 1 U B A. | Df | * 2 ' | 'F 
70 Alas, thy ſtory melts away _— —_—_— : 
That beſt of fathers !! how ſhall I diſcharge ; | N 


The n and duty which I owe him !: =. 
5 PAK. — 

By laying up bis counſels i in your heart: „„ f 

e 8 1 


His counſels bade me yield to thy direction: ?P 
Then, Syphazx, chide me in ſevereſt terms, Ws 7 7 1 


Vent all thy paſſion, and Pl ſtand its ſhock, 
Calm and unruffled as a ſummer-ſea,. | 5 
When not a: 2 of wind flies oer its-ſarface: 


„„ PSI * 

5 Alas, my Prince Id guide you. to your age | : 
1 7 .. Fo, 
; Fdo believe bon would'ft: but tell me n * 

„ 7 oO 

1 75 from the fate that follows Coſar'sfoen. i 
4 n - Ta 3 
| My father fer to do it 353 5 EG. . 
5 ; 3 

And beer dt. y 


C. A T 1 
333 EF Cer Odin 
1 Letter to die ten thouſand thouſand: oy „ 
1 | Than wound my honour. ; RE OE 
" In  SYPHARX. 
| Rather ſay your? ore. 


3 | 7594 „ 
6 Hybar, pve promis's to preſerve my temper. n 
Why wilt thou urge me to confeſs a flame, ' _» 


1 2055 2 ſtifled, and would fain conceal Ss 
5 " $YPHARX.: 


Believe me, Prince, though hard to conquer love, „ 
Tis eafy to divert and break its force: f 
Abſence might. cure it, or 4-ſecond. miſtreſs - . IM 
Light up another Hame, and-put out this, | 5 1 

The glowing dames of Zama's royal court 

E. Have faces fluſſit-with more exalted charms; . . 
The ſun, that-rolls his chariot oer their heads ; 
Works up more fire and colour i in their cheeks * 55 : 
Were you with theſe, my Prince, you'd ſoon forget 
yu pale unripen'd beauties of the North. | 


Tis not a ſet of Foal or complexion, j | 
The tincture of a ſkin, that I admire. | 
Beauty ſoon grows familiar to the lover, | 
Fiades in his eye, and palls upon the ſenſe, ©. — 
The virtuous Marcia tow'rs above her ſex: 

3 \ True, ſhe is fair, (Oh how divinely fair!) 
1 But ill the lovely maid improves her charms 


With 


88 c Ar o. 


With inward math; unaffected wiſdom, 
And ſanctity of manners. Cato's ſoul 
Shines out in every thing ſhe acts or ſpeaks, 
While winning mildneſs and attractive ſmiles 
Dwell in her looks, and with becoming grace 
enen the rigour of her father” s virtue. 


SYPHA X. 

How does your tongue grow wanton in her praiſe! 
But on my knees 1 beg you would conſider | 1 
| . 22) | 

+ Hah! Syphax, is't not ſhe !—ſhe moves this way : . 
And with her Lucia, Lucius's fair daughter. * 
My heart beats thick I pr 'ythee Syphas leave me. 4 


| * $SYPHAX. 

| : Ten thouſand curſes faſten on em both! 

| Now will this woman with a ſingle glance. 
Yue, what I've been labouring all this while. ¶ Exit. 
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SCENEV. 


Jus Az, Arian Lucia... 


F.C B 4. | 
Hail, charming maid ! how does thy beauty „ebend 
The face of war, and make even horror ſmile ! 
At ſight of thee my heart ſhakes off its ſorrows ; 
I feel a dawn of joy break in upon me, : 
"_ for a * forget ti approach of Cæſar. 
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His * perfections, ?till I ſhine like him. | 


And fire their languid ſouls with Care's virtue. 


© 6 N 49 
* A R 4. 4.4 
ſhould be grieved, young Prince, to think myprefencs 


_ Unbent your thoughts, and flacken'd *em' to arms, 


While, warm with ſlaughter, our victorious fon 


Thevatons aloud, and calls you to the field. 


FU B 4. | 
O Marcia, let me hope thy kind concerns 
And gentle wiſhes follow me to battle !. 
The thought will give new vigour to my arm, 
Add ſtrength and weight to my deſcending ſword, 
And drive it in a tempeſt on the foe. 


N AR CIA. 


My prayers and wiſhes always ſhall attend 
The friends of Rome, the glorious cauſe of virtue, 


And men approv'd of by the gods and Cato, 


| 5 UB 7 + Hoh 
That Jaba may deſerve thy pious cares, 
I'll gaze for ever on thy god- like father, 
Tranſplanting, one by one, into my life 


MAR CIA. 
My father never at a time like this 
Would lay out his great ſoul in wands, and waſte 
Such precious moments. 


BE 8 
Thy reproofs are juſt, 
Thou virtuous maid ; I'll haſten to my troops, 
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If e'er I lead them to the field, when all | 

The war ſhall ſtand rang's in its juſt array, a 
And dreadful pomp: then will I think on thee? 
0 lovely maid, then will I think on thee ! 

And, in the ſhock of charging hoſts, remember l 
„ What glorious deeds ſhould grace the man, who hopes 3 


For Marcia's love. . 3 
. "SCENE N. N 


rere, NA. 


tv 


4 ar, . Mane. you're too 1 
| How could you chide the young good- n U Prince, 

And drive him from you with ſo ftern an air, 

| A Prince that loves and dotes on you. to death? 


+ KNEZEEE£ yrs : 

Tis therefore, Lucia, that I chide him from 8 1 
His air, his voice, his looks, and honeſt foul =... 
E Speak all ſo movingly in his behalf, _ 
5 1 dare not truſt myſelf to hear him talk. ; | 
| L U C. FA. 

Why will you fight againſt ſo ſweet a Pelton, | 
And liel your heart to ſuch a world of charms = 


MARCIH. 


BY . Lucia! would'ſt thou have me fink away. "i 
un pleaſing dreams, and loſe myſelf in love, : | 


ine Don wy 


«Which is it it Marcia wiſhes or? 


. A 1 0. 
When every moment Cate? s life's at fake! 


Ceſar comes arm'd with terror and revenge, 


And aims his thunder at my father's head: 
Should not the ſad occaſion ſwallow up 


** other cares, and draw them alli ** it? 


LUC 74. 8 


* ; 4 


Why have not I this conſtancy of SITY 1 Ply 5 : 


Who have ſo many griefs to try its force? 

Sure, nature form'd me of her ſofteſt mold, 
Enfeebled all my foul with tender paſſions, 
And ſunk me even below my'own weak ſex: : 
riß and fove, 4.4 turns, oppreſs my n. 


N Ee” os AR CTI. 
"Lucia, aibarden all thy cares on me, 


And let me ſhare thy moſt retir'd autres; 3 
Tell me who raiſes up this conflict in thee ? 8 


» * 
* 


a | LUCK... N 


- 
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yy 
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1 1 not bluſh to name them, when 1 tell thes 


They re Mareia s brothers, and the ſons of Cato. 


MA R C 4. 


They both behold thee with their Ger? deyes: I 
And often have reveal'd their paſtion to me. 8 
- But tell me, whoſe addreſs thou favour'ſt moſt In 
I long t to know, and yet I dread to hear it. 


ere 


* „ 0 


* * . 
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.\ 


A R CTI... 


| MARCT 4. 
For neither * 
And yet for both——the youths have equal ſhare 'S 
In Marcia's wiſnes, and divide their fiſter: 
But tell me, which of them is Lacia's de ? 


TORS: 7 I 
Marcia, they both are high in my eſteem, | 
But in my love—why wilt thou make me name him 7 


Thou know' it is a blind and fooliſh paſſion, 
Pleas'd and diſguſted with it knows not what 


M AR CIA. 


© . 2m perplex'd, O tell me which 
I muſt hereafter call my happy brother? 


D 


Suppoſe twere Portius, could you blame my choice? 
—O Portius, thou haſt ſtol'n away my ſoul! 
With what a graceſul tenderneſs he loves! 
And breathes the ſofteſt, the ſincereſt vows! 
. Complacency, and truth, and manly ſweetneſs 
Dwell ever on his tongue, and ſmooth his thoughts, 
Marcus is over-warm, his fond complaints 


Have ſo much earneſtneſs and paſſion in them, | = 
IT hear him with a ſecret kind of horror, | ; 1 
And tremble at his vehemence of temper, 

| MARCI 4. 


. poor youth! how can'ſt thou throw him from thee ? 
Ta thou know'ſt not half the love he bears thee ? 
Whene'er he ſpeaks of thee, his heart's in flames, 

Wo | „ 


He ſends out all his ſoul in every word, 
And thinks, and talks, and looks like one tranſported, 


Unhappy youth! how will thy coldieſs raiſe 
1 ö Tempeſts and ftorms in his afflicted boſom! 
5 1 dread the conſequence. 
W 13 LUC 1:4. 
; You ſeem to plead | 
2 tTERE you: breche: Porting. | * | BIN IN 
1 MAR CIA. | 
j 88 forbid? ! | : 
Had Portius cen the unſucceſsful 1 
1 The ſame compaſſion would have fallen on him. 
. „ 
. Was ever virgin love diftreſs'd like mine! 


Portius himſelf oft falls in tears before me, 

As if he mourn d his rival's ill ſucceſs; 

Then bids me hide the motions of my heart, 

Now ſnow which way it turns. So much he fears 
Fho fad effects that it would have.on Marcus. 


þ * „55 MARC I 4. 

. He VOTES too well how eaſily he's fired, 

And would not plunge his brother in deſpair, 

But waits for happier times, and kinder moments, 
LUCIA. 


Alas! too late I find myſelf involved 
In endleſs griefs, and labyrinths of woe, 
Born to afflict my Marcia's family, 


& AT. — q 


DW + 


* —— — 


| "And ſow diſſenſion in the hearts of brothers. 


Till by degrees, the floating mirrour ſhines, 8 


1 C A T O. 


Tormenting thought! it cuts into my foul.” 8 


MAR C "7 | 
Let us not, Lucia, aggravate our "Wa ; . 14h 
But to the gods permit th” event of things. ' *' - |E- 
Our lives, diſcolour'd with our preſent woes, 


May ſtill grow white, and ſmile with happier hours. - 


So the pure limpid ſtream, when foul with ſtains 
Of ruſhing torrents, and deſcending rains, 
Works itſelf clear, and as it runs, reſines; 


Reflects each flow'r that on the border grows, 275 
And a new heav 'n in its fair boſom ſhows. —{[Exeunt. 


® . 


And Scipio's death ? Namidia's burning ſands 


a f H. EMC 
The ' SENATE. 
SEMPRONIUS.. 2% 


0 M E fill ſurvives in this aſſembled ſenate! 
Let us remember we are Cato's friends, 


| And act like men who claim that glorious title. 


L U 13 U 8. 
Cato will ſoon be here, and open to us 
The occaſion of our n Hark! he comes! 


[4 found of trumpets. 


* all the ME gods of Rome direct him! 


Emer C a T 0. 


CAT O. 

Fathers, we once again are met in council, 
Cæſar's approach has ſummon'd us together, 
And Rome attends her fate from our reſolves ; 
How ſhall we treat this bold aſpiring man ? 
Succeſs till follows him, and backs his crimes : 
Pbarſalia gave him Rome; Egypt has ſince 


| Receiv'd his yoke, and the whole Nile is CHa. 


Why ſhould I mention Juba's overthrow, 


36 COAT 


Still ſmoke with blood. Tis time we ſhould decree 
What courſe to take; Our foe advances on us, 
And envies us even Libhya's ſultry deſerts. 

Fathers, pronounce your thoughts, are they ſtill fixt 
To hold it out, and fight it to the laſt ? 

Or are your hearts ſubdu'd at length, and wrought 
By time and ill ſucceſs to a ſubmiſſion ? 

Sempronius ſpeak. + | 


SEMPRONIUS. 


My voice is ſtill for war, | 
Gods! can a Roman ſenate long debate 
Which of the two to chuſe, ſlavery or death ! | 
No, let us riſe at once, gird on our ſwords, 
And, at the head of our remaining troops, 
Attack the foe, break through the thick array 
Of his throng'd legions, and charge home upon him, 
Perhaps ſome arm, more lucky than the rel, 
May reach his heart, and free the world from bondage. 
Riſe, fathers, riſe! tis Rome demands your help; 
Riſe, and revenge her ſlaughter'd citizens, 
Or ſhare their fate! the corps of half her ſenate 
| Manure the fields of Theſaly, while we b 
Sit here, deliberating in cold debates, 
If we ſhould ſacrifice our lives to honour, 
Or wear them out in ſervitude and chains, 
- Rouſe up for ſhame! our brothers of Pharſalia 
Point at their wounds, and cry aloud——to battle! 
Great Pompey's ſhade complains that we are ſlow, 
And Scipio's ghoſt walks unreveng'd amongſt us! 
| 4 CAT O. 


CC ‚ T*. Os 
CAT 0. 
Let not a torrent of i impetuous zeal | 
Tranſport thee thus beyond the bounds of reaſon : : 
True fortitude 1s ſeen in great exploits 
That juſtice warrants, and that wiſdom guides, 
All elſe is tow'ring frenzy and diſtraction. 
Are not the lives of thoſe, who draw the ſword 
In Rome's defence, intruſted to our care? 
Should we thus lead them to a field of ſlaughter, 
Might not the impartial world with reaſon ſay 
We laviſh'd at our deaths the blood of thouſands, 
To grace our fall, and make our ruin glorious ? 
Lucias, we next would know what's your opinion. 


LUCTUS. 


My thoughts, I muſt confeſs, are turn'd on peace. 


Already have our quarrels fill'd the world 

With widows and with orphans : Scythia mourns 
Our guilty wars, and earth's remoteſt regions 
Lie half unpeopled by the feuds of Rome : 

"Tis time to ſheath the ſword, and ſpare mankind. 
It is not Ce/ar, but the gods, my fathers, 
The gods declare againſt us, and repel 

Our vain attempts. To urge the foe to battle, 
(Prompted by blind revenge and wild deſpair) | | 
Were to refuſe th” awards of Providence, 

And not to reſt in heaven's determination. 
Already have we ſhown our love to Rome, 

Now let us ſhow ſubmiſſion to the gods. 

We took up arms, not to revenge ourſelves; 
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98 D 

But free the commonwealth.; when this end fails, 
Arms have no farther uſe: Our country's cauſe, 

That drew our ſwords, now wreſts em from our hands, 
And bids us not delight in Roman blood, | 
Unprofitably ſhed ; what men could do 

Is done already : Heay'n and earth will witneſs, 

If Rome muſt fall, that we are innocent. 


SEMPRONI U.S. 

This ſmooth. diſcourſe and mild behaviour: oft 
Conceal a traitor ſomething whiſpers me 
All is not right Cato, beware of Lucius. [ide to Cato. 
| CAZTO. 

Let us appear nor raſh nor diffident : 
Immoderate valour ſwells into a fault, 
And fear, admitted into public counſels, 
Betrays like treaſon. Let us ſhun *em both, 
Fathers, I cannot ſee that our affairs 
Are grown thus deſperate. We have bulwarks round we; . 
Within our walls are troops inur'd to toil 
In Afric's heats, and ſeaſon'd to the ſun ; 
| Numidia's ſpacious kingdom lies behind us, 
Ready to riſe as its young Prince's call. 
While there is hope, do not diſtruſt the gods ; 
But wait at leaſt till Cz/ar's near approach 
Force us to yield. "Twill never be too late 
To ſue for chains, and own a conqueror. 
Why ſhould Rome fall a moment ere her time ? 
No, let us draw her term of freedom out 
In its full length, and ſpin it to the laſt, 
| So 


0 


A day, an hour of virtuous liberty, 


E 
So ſhall we gain ſtill one day's liberty; 
And let me periſh, but, in Cato's judgment, 


Is worth a whole eternity in bondage. 


| Enter Manrevus. 
Fathers, this moment, as I watch'd the gates 
Lodg'd on my poſt, a herald is arrived 
From Cæſar's camp, and with him comes old Decius, 
The Roman knight; he carries in his looks 
Impatience, and demands to ſpeak with Cato. 
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G47 o. 5 
By your permiſſion, fathers, bid him enter. ; ' 
[Exit Marcus. [ 
Decius was once e my friends but other proſpects [ 
Have loos'd thoſe ties, and bound him faſt to Cæſar. 9 
His meſſage may determine our reſolves. 
| | 

SCEN E II. ; 


5 Dzcrvs, Caro, ns 
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u DECIUS. 4% 
Cæſar ſends health to Caro. 3 
CAT o. i 


_ ds F { "wk Hd 
= * 
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Could he ſend it | 
To Cat's flaughter'd friends, it would be welcome. 
Are not your orders to adgreſs the ſenate ? 


F 2 DE. 
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DECIUS. 
My bufineſs is with Cato: Cæſar ſees 


The firaits, to which you're driven ; and, as be knows 
Cato's high worth, is anxious for your life. 


CAT o. 

N My life is grafted on the fate of Rome. 4 
Would he ſave Cato? bid him ſpare his country. | 5 
Tell your dictator this: and tell him, Cato ; I 
Diſdains a life, which he has pow'r to offer. 'v 
DECIUS. A 

Rome and her ſenators ſubmit to Cſar. Z 

Her generals and her conſuls are no more, | + 


Who check'd his conqueſts, and denied his triumphs. 
Why will not Cato ba this Cæſar's friend? 


* r wy n 
BE rs fr REL 
W 
B IE We 


Ca YT RT | 
Thoſe very reaſons, thou haſt urg'd, forbid i it. 7 
DECIUS. : 


Cato, I have orders to expoſtulate, 
And reaſon with you, as from friend to friend: 
Think on the ſtorm that gathers o'er your head, 
And threatens every hour to burſt upon it; 
Still may you ſtand high in your country's honours, 
Do but comply, and make your peace with Cæſar. 


Rome will rejoice, and caſt its eyes on Cato, J 
As on the ſecond of mankind. 3X 
41 O. 
No more! W ie 5; 
| * I muſt 


EC A 1 Of 
I muſt not think of life on ſuch conditions, 
| | DACIAS 
Ce/ar is well acquainted with your virtues, 
And therefore ſets this value on your life: 


Let him but know the price of Cato's friendſhip ; ; 
And name your terms, 


EC ITO 
- Bid him diſband his legions, 
Reſtore the commonwealth to liberty, 
Submit his actions to the public cenſure, 
And ſtand the judgment of a Roman ſenate. 
Bid him do this, and Cato is his friend. 
DECIUS. © 
Cate, the world talks loudly of your wiſdom— 
: CAT O. 


Nay more, tho Cato's voice was ne'er employ'd 
To clear the guilty, and to varniſh crimes, 
Myſelf will mount the Rofrum in his favour, _ 
And ſtrive to gain his pardon from the people. 


. 
A ery like this, becomes a conqueror. 
5 CAT O. | 
Decius, a ſtyle like this, becomes a Roman. 
DECIUS. 
What is a Roman, that is Cæſar's foe? 


CAT O. HD 
N than Cz/ar : he's a friend to virtue. 
| F 3 


202 CA FT: Q% 
D ECIUS. 
Conſider, Cato, you're in Utica, 


And at the head of your own little ſenate; 
You don't now thunder in the capitol, 
With all the mouths of Rome to ſecond you. 


CAT O. 


Let him conſider that, who drives us hither: 
"Tis Ce/ar*s ſword has made Rome's ſenate little, 
And thinn'd its renks. Alas, thy dazzled eye 
Beholds this man in a falſe glaring light, | 
Which conqueſt and ſucceſs have thrown upon him ; 
Didft thou but vie v him right, thou'dſt ſee him black 
With murder, treaſon, ſacrilege, and crimes 
That firike my ſoul with horror but to name 'em. 

I know thou look'ſt on me, as on a wretch 
Beſet with ülls, and cover'd with misfortunes; 

But, by the gods 1 ſwear, millions of worlds 

Should never buy me to be like that Cæſar. 


DECIUS. 1 


Doss Cate ſend. this aver back to.Co/ar, . 

For all his generous cares, and proffer'd friendſhip ? | 

CCC I 

His cares for me are inſolent and vain : |: 

Preſumptuous man! the gods take care of Cato. | 
Would Cæſar ſhow the greatneſs of his ſoul? 

Bid him employ his care for theſe my friends, 


And - 


And make good uſe of his il|-gotten-pow'r, © 
By heleTing men much berter than Anand . 
ei 
Your high unconquer'd heart makes you forget 1 
You are a man. You ruſh on your deſtruction. 3 
But I have done. When I relate hereafter 


The tale of this unhappy embaſſy, 
All Rome will be in tears. 85 [Exit Decius. 


S8 G E NE HI. 


SEMPRONIUS, Lucius, CAro, &c. 


SEMPRONIUS. 
| Cato, we'thank thee. | 
The mighty genius of immortal Haw. dome col wy 
Speaks in thy voice, thy ſoul breathes liberty: . |. 
Cz/ar will ſhrink to hear the words thou utter'ſt, 
And ſhudder i in the midſt of all his conqueſts. : 


| 4% £ VS. 1 
The ſenate owns its gratitude to Cato, 
Who with fo great a ſoul conſults i its ſafety, 1 
And guards our lives, while he negledts his own. 


SEMP R 0 * FA. 
Sempronius gives no thanks on this account. 
Lucius ſeems fond of life; but what is life? 
Tis not to ſtalk about, and draw freſh air, 
j 7 10 From 
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From time to time, or gaze upon the ſun ; 
Tis to be free. When liberty is gone, 
Life grows infipid, and has. loſt its reliſh. 

O could my dying hand but lodge a ſword | 
In Cz/ar's boſom, and revenge my country, 


By heav'ns I could enjoy the pangs of death, 
And ſmile in agony. 


LUCIUS. 


Others perhaps 
May ſerve their country with as warm a zeal, 
Though tis not kindled into ſo much rage. 
ky SEMPRONIUS. 
This ſober conduct is a my x virtue 
In lukewarm patriots. | 
4 0. 
Come! no more, Sempronius, 
All here are friends to Rome, and to each other. 
Let us not weaken! fill the weaker . 8.4 ; 
By our divifiote, e 216 4 
ro 
Cato, my reſentwente 1 1 1 
Are ſacrific'd to Rome- 1 land reproved. 


| 0 4 * 0. MT 
Fathers, *tis time. you come t to fee Wa 
851 LUCIUS., 1 
Cato, we all go! into your fr By | 
Cz/ar's behayiour has convinc'd. the ſenate 15 
We 12321 to hold i it out till terms arrive. 


2 
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Ci Ai TH Qo 
SEMPRONIUS. _ 
We ought to hold it out *rill death; but, Cato, 

My private voice is drown'd amidſt the ſenate's. 
GOES bn 
Then let us riſe, my friends, and ftrive to fill 
This little interval, this pauſe of life, 
(While. yet our liberty and fates are doubtful} 
With reſolution, friendſhip, Roman bravery, 
And all the virtues we can crowd into it; | 
That heav'n may ſay, it ought to be prolong'd. 
Fathers, farewe]l—— The young Numidian Prince 
Comes forward, and expects to know our counſels. 


bf 
SCENE IV. 


CAT o, JuB as. 


CAT 0. 
Juba, the Roman ſenate has reſolv'd 


» fill time give better proſpects, ſtill to keep” 3 
The ſword unſheath'd, and turn its edge on Cofar. 


— 


* 
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en,, 
The refolution fits a Roman ſenate. . 1 
But, Cato, lend me for a while thy patience 
And condeſcend to hear a-yaung man ſpeak. 
Joy father, when ſome days before his death 
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He order'd me to march for Utica | 

(Alas, I thought not then his death fo near!) 

Wept o'er me, preſt me in his aged arm, 

And, as his griefs gave way, my ſon, ſaid he, 
Whatever fortune ſhall befall thy father, 

Be Cato's friend, he'll train thee up to great 

And virtuous deeds: do but obferve him well, 
Thou'lt ſhun misfortunes, or thou'lt learn to bear em. 


CAT 0. 
Juba, thy father was a worthy Prince, 

And merited, alas! a better fate ; 

But heaven thought otherwiſe. 


70 34A. 
My father's fate, 
In ſpite of all the fortitude, that ſhines 
Before my face, in Cato's great example, 
Subdues my ſoul, and fills my eyes with tears. 


C4 T0, 
It is an honeſt ſorrow, and becomes thee. 


7934 


2 facher drew reſpe& from foreign climes: 
he Kings of Afric ſought him for their friend; 
. 4. far remote, that rule, as fame reports, 
Behind the hidden ſources of the Mlle, 
In diſtant worlds, on t'other fide the ſun: 
Oft have their black ambaſſadors appear'd, 


Loaden with gifts, and fill'd the courts of Zang. | | 


CAT O. 


— . 


£ Ar TA 
CAT ©. | 
F am no Karger to thy father's greatneſs.” | 


8 * 7 „ | 

I 1 not boaſt the greatneſs of my father, 
But point out new alliances. to Caro. 
Had we not better leave this Utica, 
To arm Numidia in our cauſe, and cout 
Th' aſſiſtance of my father's powerful friends ? 
Did they know Cato, our remoteſt Kings 
Would pour embattled multitudes about him; 
Their ſwarthy hoſts would darken all our ren 
Doubling the native horror of the war, * 
And making death more grim. 


neee * 
And canſt thou think 
Cato will fly before the ſword of Coſar Þ 
Reduc'd like Hannibal, to ſeek relief 


From court to-court, and wander vp and dem 
A WN in Afric TE. | 


79 34 


2 


| Cato, perhaps 
m too officious, but my forward cares 
Would fain preſerve a life of ſo much value. 
My heart is wounded, when I ſee ſuch virtus - 
Afflicted by the weight of ſuch misfortunes. 
| CAT Q. 
Thy nobleneſs of ſoul obliges me. 


F 6 
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But know, young Prince, that value ſoars above 
What the world calls mis forzune and affliction. N 3B 
Theſe are not ills; elſe would they never fall # 
On heaven's firſt favourites, and the beſt of men: 


The gods, in bounty, work up ſtorms about 1215 F 
That give mankind occaſion'to exert | 44] oy 24. 
Their hidden ſtrength, and throw out into babes Un! 
Virtues, which ſhun the day, and lie conceabd MG F. 
In the Gs n wy the calms of life. / | ine 0 \ 
- vous E1 9 4. — 8 Y te, 0 

I'm charm'd Sede ex thou talk'ſt ! I pant for virtue F 

And all my ſoul endeavgurs at — a1 coll 

„„ 46ub yoidem bo Þ 


Doſt thou love watchings, abſtinence, and toil, 
Laborious virtues all? learn them from Cato: 
Succeſs and Joris: _ thou learn from Cæſar. 


7984. 


The beſt 200d fortune that can fall on 5 e I 5 8 
The whole ſucceſs, at which * heart _ | 
Depends © on Cato. 9 


1 7 = 
What does Fuba ſay? 4 by #1 ; 3 
Thy words TI? r i 
IT 1 UB A. | 

I ao fain retraQ them, 
Give *em me back again, T bi aim'd at nothing. 


8 CATO. 


OX ® A __ mg 


| GA 0 DT 
Tell ine thy wiſh; young Prince ; make not my ear 
A ſtranger to thy thoughts. | 
YEE: 
Oh, they're extravagant; 
Still let me hide "_ e 6 
nee egg. 
What can Juba 1 e Fades 


| 

| That Cato will refuſe ! 

- TUB 4. 

' I fear to name it. 
' Marcia inherits all her father s virtues. 


£4 | E AT O. 
1 What would'ſt thou ſay 3 
FUB 4: 
1 thou haſt a daughter. Mi 


. CAT O. 
_ = Adieu, young Prince : I would not hear a word 
5 1 Should leſſen thee in my eſteem: remember 
Tue hand of fate is over us, and heav'n 
ExaQts ſeverity from all our thoughts : ; 
It is not now a time to talk of aught - 
But chains, or conqueſt ; liberty, or death. 
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_ SY.PHAX, JUBA. 


1 4 | „ 
1 How's this, my Prince! ph with confuſion ? 
F 17] Von look as if yon ſtern philoſopher _ 
* X Had juſt now chid you. 
| . 74. 
Spbax, Fm andone! 


8 EH AX. 


23 W 


I know it well. ; | 
TUBA. 
Cato thinks meanly of me. TG. 
SYP HA 9 
And ſo will all mankind. 
7934. 
re opened to him | 
The weakneſs of my ſoul, my love for e 
6957724 . 
Cato's a proper perſon to intruſt 
A love-tale with. 


JUBL.. 
Oh, I could pierce my heart, 


My fooliſh heart! was ever wretch like Tuba? 
| 8 
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C. GATT 
S T AAA. 
Alas, my Prince, how are you chang' d of late! 

I've known young Fuba riſe, before the ſun, 
To beat the thicket where the tiger ſlept, 
Or ſeek the lion in his dreadful haunts: 
How did the colour mount into your cheeks, 
When firſt you rous'd him to the thace!! Pre ſeen you, 
Even in the Libyan dog-tays, hunt him down, 
Then charge him clofe, provoke him to the rage 
Of fangs and claws, and ftooping from your horſe © 


Rivet the panting ſavage to the ground. 
FOR 
Pr'ythee, no more! (TINT e 
* 2 PH A 8 
How would the old King ſmile ' 
To ſee you weigh the paws, when ripp'd with had: 


And throw the Thaggy ſpoils about your W tpane hd 
EY 
Syphax, this old man” s talk (tho? honey flow'd. 


In every word) would now loſe all its ſweetneſs. 
Cato 's W and Marcia loſt for ever 1 


8 18 5 H A K. 
Young Prince, I yet could give you good advice. 
Marcia might ill be your's. 4 


JU B 4. 
What ſay'ſt whine; Syphax ! : 
wy heav us, tion turn it me all imo attention, | A 
8 7. 


3 r 3 


112 C A 1 N O. 9 
Marcia might gill be your's, - 1 =y 
as U: B 3 N | ; 8 5 
As how, dear Bene? 6 4 44 | 
LE SYPHAX. . 
Jabs commands Numidia's hardy troops, 
Mounted on ſteeds, unus'd to the reſtaint 
Of curbs and bits, and fleeter than the wind: 
Give but the word, we'll ſnatch this damſel up, 
And bear her off. AS 


| FUBA. 
Can ſuch diſhoveſt thoughts ion an © 
Riſe up in man! would'ſt thou ſeduce my youth 
To do an act that would deftroy my honour? 


Ao 8B Hnde : 
Gods, I could tear my beard to hear you talk 1 
Honour's a fine imaginary notion, 
That draws in raw and unexperienc'd men 


To real Nes while they hunt a | ſhadow. 


F U B 4. 
Would'f thou degrade thy Privce i into a ruffian J 


SYPHA * 
The boaſted anceſtors of theſe great men, 
Whoſe virtues you admire, were all ſuch ruffians. 
This dread of nations, this almighty Rome, 
That comprehends in her wide empire's bounds 
All under heay'n, was founded on a rape. 


1 * * 
% * N . 


* 


nn 1 
Your Scipio's, Cæſar's, Pompey's, and your Cato's, 
{Theſe gods on earth) are all the ſpurious brood 
Of violated maids, of raviſh'd Sabines. 


| 7 6.8 of 
Syphax, I fear that hoary head of thine. 
Abounds too much in our Namidian wiles. 
2 SYPHAY, 
Indeed, my Prince, you want to know the world; 
You have not read mankind ; your youh admires 


The throws and ſwellings of a Roman ſoul, 
Cate's bold flights, th? extravagance of virtue, 


793 4. 
If Wee of the world makes man perfitiou 
May Fuba ever live in Ignorance! | 


-SYPHA X. 
Go, 0 you! re young. 
7 U * A. 
Gods, walt 1 tamely ber 


This arrogance unanſwer'd! thou'rt a traktor, ; 
A falſe old traitor.” 1462 e Ba 112 


STPHAX 
I have your too für. 


Ale! pou For ROE 
Cato ſhall know the baſeneſs of thy ſoul. 


HH. 
I muft 3 this ſtorm, or periſh in it. tf 46s 
_—_ Prince, behold theſe locks that are grown white 
A | | Beneath 


* 
we 4 ©; 
3 
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Beneath a helmet in your father's battles, 
| | „ 6 2 
Thoſe locks ſhall ne&er protect thy inſolence. 
SYPHAX. 
Muſt one raſh word, th* infirmity of age, 
Throw down the merit of my better years ? 
This the reward of a whole life of ſervice ! 
— Curſe on the boy! how ſteadily he hears me! [ Afar. 
FUSS: 
s it becauſe the throne of my forefathers 
Still ſands unfill'd, and that Namidia's crown 
Hangs doubtful yet, whoſe head it ſhall incloſe, 
| Thou thus preſany to treat thy Prince with ſcorn ? 
FRY SYPHA X. 
| Why will you rive my heart with ſach expreſſions 7 
Does not old Syphax follow you to war? 
| What are his aims? why does he load with darts 
? | His trembling band, and cruſh beneath a caſk 
i, Ek His wrinkled brows? what is it he aſpires te: 
S Is it not this? to ſhed the flow remains, 
'k 18 His laſt poor ebb of blood, in your defence? 
{al | Sy bar, no more! I would not hear you alk. 


. RT PF 3 © 
Not hear me talk! what, when my faith to Juba, 
My royal maſter's ſon, is call'd in queſtion? | 


My Prince may firike me dead, and Fil be dumb: 


— 
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But whilſt I live I maſt not hold my tongue, | FE | 
And languiſh out old age in his diſpleaſure. : 


And gain you whom you love at 2 5 price. | | 
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| F034. 
Thou know'ſt the way too well into my hean, 


I do believe thee loyal to thy Prince. 
EE WALK | 
What greater inſtance can I give? I've offer'd FI 
To do an action, which my foul abhors, © | 


FEES 
Was this thy motive ? I have been too haſty. ANDY | 


And tis for this my Prince has call'd me traitor, | : | 


"ue pon milk d; I did ee ſo. | - i 


$Y PHAX. 

You did vet my Prince, you call'd me traitor : 
Nay, further, threaten'd you'd complain to Cato. 
Of what, my Prince, wou'd you complain to Cato? 
That Syphax loves you, and would ſacrifice 
His life, nay more, his honour, in your ſervice. 

| N. en 

a 1 Wer chem lov'ſt me, but indeed . 
Thy zeal for Juba carried thee too far. 
Honour's a ſacred. tie, the law of Kings, | N 
The noble mind's diftinguifhing perfection, . | x q 
That aids and ſtrengthens virtue, where it meets her, © | | 3 

0 


And 


„ - a> 
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And imitates her actions, en * is not: = 
It ought not to be ſported: with; | 7 


rn 


By heavens ! 
I'm raviſt'd when you talk es, tho” you chide me 
Alas, I've hitherto been uſed to think 
A blind officivus zeal to ſerve my King 


The ruling principle, that ought to burn \ : 
And quench all others in a ſubject's heart. 'Þ 
- Happy the people, who preſerve their honour, 3 
| By the ſame dees, that oblige their Prince! 8 
= Hpbax, thou now beginn'ft to ſpeak thyſelf, F 
| | Nunidia's grown a ſcorn among the nations | [2 
333M | For breach of public vows. Our Punic faith 5 5 
1 | Is infamous, and branded to a proverb. _—_ 
3 1 Syphax, we'll join our cares, to purge away 2 
„ Our country's crimes, and clear her reputation. 1 
= rr 3 
1 © | Believe me, Prince, you make old Hy bar weep 
2. 7X To hear you talk but tis with tears of joy. 
3 IF If &er your father's crown adorn your brows, 
38 Y Numidia will by bleſt by Cato's e 
1 7 
4 Syphax, thy hand! we U mutually ſorget 
1% The warmth of youth, and frowardneſs of . 


— At 


. Thy Prince eſteems thy worth, and loves thy perſon. 
Te | ile : e 
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If Cer the ſcepter comes into my hand; 
bar ige ſhall ſtand the ſecond in my kingdom. , Geka 
8 PEAK. 


Why will you overwhelm my age with kindneſs?” 
My joy grows derdenidere, I ſhawe fopport i it. 


* 3 7 


N 06. 


Syphax, farewel: I'll hence, and try to 4 
Some bleſt occaſion that may ſet me right 
In Cato's thoughts. I'd rather have that man 
Approve my deeds, than worlds for my admirers. 


SY PHA'X folus. 
Young men ſoon give, and ſoon forget affronts ; 
Old age is flow in both A falſe old traitor! © 
Thoſe words, raſh boy, may chance to coſt thee dear. 
My heart had ftill ſome fooliſh fondnefs for thee : 
But hence! 'tis gone: I give it to the winds: — 
.Cz/ar, I'm wholly thine | 


SCENE VI. 


SYPHAX, SEMPRONIUS. 


SYPHAX. 


Ah hail, Sempronius! _ : 5 


Well, Cato's ſenate is reſolv'd to wie 
The fury of a ſiege, before it yields. 
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SEMPRONIUS. 
Syphax, we both were on the verge of fate: 
Lucius declar'd for peace, and terms were offer'd 1 
To Cato by a meſſenger from Ce/ar.., : 
Should they ſubmit, ere our deſigns ars zipe, 
We both muſt periſh in the common wreck, 
Loſt in a general undiftinguiſh's ruin. 


SYPHAX. 
But how. ſtands Cato ? 


SEMPRONIUS. 
Thou haſt ſeen mount Atlar: 


While ſtorms and tempeſts thunder on its brows, 
And oceans break their billows at its feet, 
It ſtands unmov'd,.and glories in its height. 


Such is that haughty man; his tow'ring ſoul, 
'Midf all the ſhocks and injuries of. fortune; 


Riſes ſuperior, and looks down on Car. jo 
$7 PHAIX | 
But what's this meſſenger ? 8 


SEMPRONIUS. 
Pre practis'd with him, | 
And found a means to let the victor know 


That Syphax and Sempronius are his friends. 


But let me now examine in my turn: 
Is Juba fixt ? 
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| SY PHAR. 
Yes,—but it is to Caro | 
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I've try'd the force of every ch him, mY 
Sooth'd and careſs'd, been angry, ſooth'd again, 
Laid ſafety, life, and intereſt in his ſight; 

But all are vain, he ſcorns them all for Cato. 


SEMPRONIUS. | 
Come, tis no matter, we ſhall do without him. 
He'll make a pretty figure in a'triumph, 
And ſerve to trip before the victor's chariot, 
Syphax, I now may hope thou haſt forſdok 
Thy Juba's caufe, and wiſheſt „he mine. 


SY P HAS. 
May ſhe, be. thine as faſt as thou would'ſt have her.! 


SEMPRONIUS. 
Syphax, I love that woman; though I curſe 
Her and myſelf, yet ſpite of me, I love her. 
SFOUTS. 
Make Cato ſure, and give up Utica, 
Cæſar will ne'er refuſe thee ſuch a trifle. 
But are thy troops prepar'd for a revolt? 


Does the ſedition catch from man to man, 
And run among their ranks ?” 


SEMP R OV U S. 
All, all is ready, 
The factious leaders. are our friends, that fend” 
Murmurs and diſcontents among the ſoldiers. 
They count their toilſome marches, long fatigues, 
Unuſual faſtings, and will bear no more 


This 


120 T 5 O. 
This medley of philoſophy and war. 
Within an hour they'Il ſtorm the ſenate-houſe. 
JJ 
Mean while Tl draw up my Numidian troops 
Within the ſquare, to exerciſe their arms, 
And, as I ſee occafion, favour thee. 
I laugh to think how your unſkaken Cato | 
Will look aghaſt, while unforeſeen deſtruQtion 
Pours in upon him thus from every fide. TH 
So, where our wide Numidian waſtes extend, 
Sudden, th' impetuous hurricanes deſcend, 
Wheel through the air, in circling eddies play, 
Tear up the ſands, and ſweep whole plains away. _ 
The helpleſs traveller, with wild ſurpriſe, 
Sees the dry deſert all around him riſe, 
And ſmother'd in the duſty whirlwind dies. 


* 8 
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Marcus ard 9 


— 


NA R C US. 


HANKS to my ſtars, I have not hd about | 
The wilds of life, ere I could find a friend; 
Nature firſt pointed out my Portius to me, 
And early taught me, by her ſecret force, 
To love thy perſon, ere I knew thy merit; 
Till, what was inftin&, grew up into friendſhip. 


FURY FS 


Marcus, the friendſhips of the world are oft 

Confederacies in vice, or leagues of pleaſure ; 
Ours has ſevereſt virtue for its baſis, 

And ſuch a friendſhip ends not but with life. | 


MARCUS. 


Portius, thou know'ſt my ſoul in all its weakneſs, 
Then pr'ythee ſpare me on 1ts tender fide, 
Indulge me but in love, my other paſſions 
Shall riſe and fall by virtue's niceſt rules. 


PORTIUS. 


When love's well-tim'd, tis not a fault to love. 
Ni. II. En. © 


, 


The 
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The ſtrong, the brave, the virtuous, and the wiſe, 
Sink in the ſoft captivity together. 5 

I would not urge thee to diſmiſs thy paſſion, 

(1 know *twere vain) but to ſuppreſs its force, 
Till better times may make it look more graceful. 


= FF 


Alas! thou talk'ſt like one who never felt 
Th' impatient throbs and longings of a ſoul, 
That pants, and reaches after diſtant good. 
A lover does not live by vulgar time: 
| Believe me, Portius, in my Lucia's abſence 

| Life hangs upon me, aud becomes a burden; 

4 And yet, when I behold the charming maid, 
I'm ten times more undone; while hope and fear, 
And grief, and rage, and love, riſe vp at once, 
And with variety of pain diſtract me. 


PORTIUS. 
What can thy Portius do to give thee help? 
| MARCUS. 


Portius, thou oft enjoy' the fair one's preſence: 
Then undertake my cauſe, and plead it to her 
With all the ſtrength and heat of eloguence 
Fraternal love and friendſhip can inſpire. 
Tell her thy brother laoguiſhes to death, | 
And fades away, and withers in his bloom; 
That he forgets his ſleep, and loaths his food, 
'That youth, and health, and war are joyleſs to him : 

| Deſcribe 
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Deſcribe his anxious days, and reſtleſs nights, 
And all the torments that thou ſeeſt me ſuffer, 


PORTIUS. 


Marcus, I beg thee give me not an office, | 
That ſuits with me ſo ill. Thou knoy'f my temper. , Fil 


MARCUS. 'Y 

Wilt thou behold me ſinking in my woes? | . 

And wilt thou not reach out a friendly am ;. 1 
To raiſe me from amidſt this plunge of ſorrows? 


PFORT4U:-8. 


Marcus, thou canſt not aſk what I'd refuſe. 
But here believe me I've a thouſand reaſons 


MARCUS. . M0 

I know thou'lt ſay my paſſion's out of ſeaſon, | 
That Cato's great example and misfortunes 
Should both conſpire to drive it from my thoughts. 
But what's all this to one that loves like me! 
Oh Portius, Portius, from my ſoul I with | 
Thou didſt but know thyſelf what 'tis to love! . 
Then wouldſt thou pity and aſſiſt thy brother. 


PORTIUS. 


What ſhould I do! if I diſcloſe my paſſion, 
Our friendſhip's at an end: if I conceal it, 
The world will call me falſe to a friend and brother. Ade. 


MARCUS. 


But ſee where Lucia, at her wonted hour, 
Amid the cool of yon high marble arch, 
G 2 Enjoys 
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Enjoys the noon day breeze! obſerve her, Portins! 


That face, that ſhape, thoſe eyes, that heaven of beauty? 


Obſerve her well, and blame me if. thou — 
PORTIUS. 


She ſees us, and advances- 


MAR N . 
Pl withdraw, 


And leave you for a While. Remember, Portias; 
'Thy brother” s life depends upon thy tongue. 


SCENE H. 
L v ca, PoRT1vU:+s. 


D 


Did I not ſee your brother Marcus here? 
W * did he fly the place, and ſhun my preſence? 


PORTIADU.S. 


Oh, Lucia, language is too faint to.ſhow 
His rage of love; it preys upon his life; 
He pines, he ſickens, he deſpairs, he dies; 
His paſſions and his virtues lie confus'd, 
And mix'd together in ſo wild a tumult, 
That the whole man js quite disfigur'd in him. 


Heav'ns! would one think *twere poſlible for love 


To make ſuch ravage in a noble ſoul ! 
Oh, Lucia, Im diſtreſt! my heart bleeds for him; 


5 = 3 Even 


—— 
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Teen now, while thus I ſtand bleſt in thy preſence, 
A ſecret damp of grief comes o'er my thoughts, 
And Pm unhappy, tho? thou ſmil'ſt upon me. 


E C14. 


How wilt thou guard thy honour, in the ſhock. 
Of love and friendſhip! think betimes, my Portius, 
Think how the nuptial tie, that might inſure 
Our mutual bliſs, would raiſe to ſuch a height 
Thy brother's griefs, as might perhaps deſtroy him. 


FORT FUS. 


Alas, poor youth ! what doft thou think, my Lucia? 
His generous, open, undeſigning heart 
Has begg'd his rival to folicit for him. 
Then do not ſtrike him dead with a denial, 
But hold. him up in life, and chear his ſoul 
With the faint glimmering of a doubtful hope: 
Perhaps, when we have paſs'd theſe gloomy hours, 
And weather'd out the ſtorm that beats upon us 


L U C14. 


No, Parti, no! I ſee thy iter" 8 tears, 
T hy father's anguiſh, and thy brother's death, 
In the purſuit of our ill-fated loves, 
And, Portius, here I ſwear, to heav'n I ſwear, 
To heav'n, and all the pow'rs that judge mankind, 
Never to mix my plighted hands with thine, 
While ſuch a cloud of miſchiefs hangs about us, 
But to forget our loves, and drive thee out 


G3 - From 
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From all my thoughts, as far——as I am able. 


PORTIUS. | 
What haſt thou ſaid ! I'm thunder-ſtruck — 
Thoſe haſty words, or J am loſt for ever. 
LU C14. 
Has not the vow already paſ 3d my lips? 
The gods have heard it, and 'tis ſeal'd in heaven. 
May all the vengeance that was ever pour'd | 


On perjur'd heads, o'erwhelm me, if I break it! 


FORT F.US: 
Fixt in aſtoniſhment, I gaze upon thee; . 
Like one juſt blaſted by a ſtroke from heav'n, 


Who pants for breath, and ftiffens yet alive,  _ 


In dreadful looks: a monument of wrath ! 


L U CIA. 


At bgm Pye acted my ſevereſt part; 
J feel the woman breaking in upon me, 
And melt about my Heart! my tears will flow. 


But oh I'll think no more! the hand of fate 


Has torn thee from me, and I muſt forget thee. 
 PORTIUS. 
Hard- hearted, cruel maid ! 
LUCIA. 
O ſtop thoſe ſounds, 


Thoſe killing ſounds! why doſt thou frown upon me? 


My blood runs cold, my heart forgets to heave, 
os life itſelf goes out at thy diſ — 
The 


* 


| Forgets the vow in which my ſoul is bound. 
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The gods forbid us to indulge our loves: 
But oh! I cannot bear thy hate, and live ! 


PORTIUS. 


Talk not of love: thou never knew'ft its force. 
I've been deluded, led into a dream | 
Of fancied bliſs. O Lucia, cruel maid ! 
Thy dreadful vow, loaden with death, ſtill ſounds 
In my ftunn'd ears. What ſhall I ſay or do? A 
Quick, let us part! perdition's in thy preſence, | 3 
And horror dwells about thee ! ——hah, ſhe faints ! | 
Wretch that I am! what has my raſhneſs done! 
Lucia, thou injur'd innocence ! thou beſt | 
And lovelieſt of thy ſex! awake, my Lucia, 
Or Portius ruſhes on his ſword to join thee. 
— Her imprecations reach not to the tomb, 
They ſhut not out ſociety in death 
But ah! ſhe moves! life wanders up and down 
Through all her face, and lights up every charm. 

| &V ES 4 

O Portius, was this well to frown on her 
That lives upon thy ſmiles ! to call in doubt 
The faith of one expiring at thy feet, 
That loves thee more than ever woman lov'd! 
What do I ſay ? my half-recover'd ſenſe 


Deſtruction ſtands betwixt us! we mult part. 


”- 
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PORTIUS. 
Name not the word ; my frighted thoughts run baek, 
| And ſtartle 1 into madneſs at the ſound. 


TEC 6 HE 


What would' thou have me do? conſider well 
The train of ills our love would draw behind it. 
Think, Portius, think, thou ſeeſt thy dying brother 
Stabb'd at his heart, and all beſmear'd with blood, 
Storming at heav'n and thee! thy awful fire 
Sternly demands the cauſe, th” accurſed cauſe, 
That robs him of his ſon! poor Marcia trembles, 
Then tears her hair, and frantic in her griefs 
Calls out on Lucia! what could Lucia anſwer ? 

Or how Rand up in ſuch a ſcene of ſorrow! 


PORTIUS. 


To my confuſion, and eternal grief, 

I muſt approve the ſentence that deſtroys me. 
The miſt, that hung about my mind, clears up; 
And now, athwatt the terrors that thy vow 

Has planted round thee, thou appear'ſt more fair, 
More amiable, and riſeſt in thy charms. 
Lovelieſt of women! heav'n is in thy ſoul, 
Beauty and virtue ſhine for ever round thee, 
Bright'ning each other! thou art all divine! 


LUCIA. 


Portius, no, more! thy words ſhoot through my heart, 
Melt my * and turn me all to love. 
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Why 


Why are thoſe tears of fondneſs in thy eyes? | 
Why heaves thy heart? why ſweils thy ſoul with ſorrow? | 
It ſoftens me too much—farewel, my Portius, 

Farewel, though death is in the word, for ever! 


FA 
Stay, Lucia ſtay! what doſt thou ſay? For ever? 


LUCIA. | 
Have I not ſworn? if, Portius, thy ſucceſs 
Muſt throw thy brother on his fate, farewell, 
Oh, how ſhall I repeat the word! For ever! 


PORTIUS. 
Thus o'er the dying lamp th? unſteady flame 
Hangs quivering on a point, leaps off by fits, 
And falls again, as loth to quit its hold. 
E Thou muſt not go, my ſoul ſtill hovers o'er thee, 
And can't get eee. Ws * 
f L U C1 4 
If the firm Portius ſhake © | 
To hear of parting, think what Lucia ſuffers ! 
5 PORTIUS. 
Tis true; unruffled and ſerene I've met 
The common accidents of life, but here 
Such an unlook'd for ſtorm of ills falls on me, 


It beats down all my ſtrength. I cannot bear it, 
We maſt not part. | | 


LUCIA. 
== What doſt thou ſay ? not part? ; 


* 


130 


CAT. ©; 

Haſt thou forgot the vow that I have made? 
Are there not heav*ns, and gods, and thunder, o'er us? 
hat ſee! thy brother Marcus bends this way! 
I ficken at the ſight. Once more, farewel, 


Farewel, and know thou wrong'ſt me, if thou think'ſt 
* was ws or ever grief, like mine. 


S C E NE Ul. 
Marcus, PoRTIUSs. 
MARCUS. 


Portius, what hopes? how ſtands ſhe? am I doom'd 


To life or death? 


PORTIUS. 
What would'ſ thou have me ſay ? 
MARCUS. 


What means this penfive poſture ; thou appear'ſt 
Like one amaz'd and terrified. 


PORTIUS. * 
I've reaſon, 


ARCS. 
Thy caſt- down looks, and thy diſorder'd 0. 


Tell me my fate. I afk not the ſucceſs 


My cauſe has found. 


P O R 2 I US. 
I'm griey'd I undertook it. 


M A R- 
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MARCUS. — | 
What! does the barbarous maid inſult my heart, = 


My aking heart! and triumph in my pains? : 
That I could caſt her from my thoughts for ever! 


PORTIUS. 


Away! you're too ſuſpicious in your ariefs: 2 
Lucia, though ſworn never to think of love, 
Compaſſionates your pains, and pities you. 
MARCUS. 
Compaſſionates my pains, and pities me! 
What is compaſſion when 'tis void of love! 
Fool that I was to chooſe fo cold a friend 
_ To urge my cauſe! Compaſſionates my pains !: 
Pr'ythee what art, what rhetoric didſt thou uſe 
To gain this mighty boon ? She pities me! - 
To one that aſks the warm return of love, 
Compaſſion's cruelty, 'tis ſore, "tix n 8 


PORTIUS 


J 
Marcus, no more have I deſerv'd this treatment? 


A . 


| MARCUS. | 

What have I ſaid! O Portizs, O forgive me! 
A ſoul exaſperated in ills falls out EE | 
With every thing, its friend, its ſelf- but hah! 
What means that ſhour, big with the ſounds of war? 
What new alarm ? : 

PORT IUS. 
A ſecond, louder yet, 
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„„ Swells⸗ 


Ara 
Swells in the winds, and comes more full upon us. 


MARCUS. 
Oh, for ſome glorious cauſe to fall in battle ! 
Lucia, thou haſt undone me! thy diſdain 
Has broke my heart: 'tis death muſt give me eaſe. 


PORTIUS. 
Quick, let us hence; who knows if Cato's life 
Stands ſure? O Marcus, I'm warm'd, my heart 
Leaps at the trumpet's voice, and burns for glory. 


SCENE lv. 


SEMPRONIU Ss with the leaders of 
the mutiny. 


SEMPRONIUS. 
At length che winds are rais'd, the ſtorm blows high; 
Be it your care, my friends, to keep it up 
In its full fory, and direct it right, 
Till it has ſpent itſelf on Cato's head. 
Mean while P11 herd among his friends, and ſeem 
One of the number, that what-e'er arrive, 
My friends and fellow- ſoldiers may be ſafe. 


E ER: 
We all are ſafe, Sempronius is our friend. 
Sempronius is as brave a man as Cato. 

But bark! he enters. Bear up boldly to him; 
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Be ſure you beat him down, and bind him faſt. 
This day will end our toils, and gives us reſt! 
Fear nothing, for Sempronius is our friend. 


N S ENEV. 


CAT O, SEMPRONIUs, Lucius, 
 PorTiuvs, Marcus, &c, 


CAT 0. 


Where are theſe bold intrepid ſons of war, 
That greatly turn their backs upon the foe, 
And to their general ſend a brave defiance ? 


SEMPRONEADPS..: 
Curſe on their daſtard ſouls, they ſtand aſtoniſh'd![ Agar. 
| CAT 0. — 


Perfidious men! and will you is eons | 
Your paſt exploits, and ſully all your wars? 

Do you confeſs *twas not a zeal for Rome, 

Nor love of liberty, nor thirſt of, honour, 

Drew you thus far; but hopes to ſhare the ſpoil 
Of conquer'd towns, and plunder'd provinces? 
Fir'd with ſuch motives you do well to join 
With Cats's foes, and follow Cæſar's banners. 
Why did I 'ſcape th? invenom'd aſpic's rage, 
And all the fiery monſters of the deſert, 
To ſee this day? why could not Cate fall 


— 
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Without your guilt? behold, ungrateful men, 
Behold my boſom naked to your ſwords, 

And let the man that's injur'd ſtrike the blow. 
Which of you all ſuſpects that he is wrong'd, 
Or thinks he ſuffers greater ills than Cato? 
Am 1 diſtinguiſnh'd from you but by toils, 
Superior toils, and beavier weight of care? 
Painful preeminence ! 


SEMPRONIUS. os 
By heavens they droop ! ONE 
Confuſion to the villains ! all is loſt. 1 LAlde. 
( 4 7 0. 


Have you forgotten Z:bya's burning waſte, 
Its barren rocks, parch'd earth, and hills of ſand, 
Its tainted air, and all its broods of poiſon ? 
Who was the firſt t' explore th* untrodden path, 
When life was bazarded in every ſtep ? 
Or, fainting in the long laborious march, 
When on the banks of an unlook*d-for ſtream 
You ſunk the river with repeated draughts, 
Who was the laſt in all your hoſt that thirſted ? 


S EMPRONI US. 
If ſome penurious ſource by chance appear'd,. 
Scanty of waters, when you ſcoop'd it dry, 
And offer'd the full helmet up to Cato, 
Did he not daſh th' untaſted moiſture from him? 
Did he not lead you through the mid-day ſun, 
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And clouds of duſt ? did not his temples plow 
In the rnd ſultry winds and ſcorching heats > 

CAT 0. { 


Hence, worthleſs men ! hence ! and complain to Ceſar 
You could not undergo the toils of war, 
Nor bear the hardſhips that your leader bore. 

BE ia 

See, Cato, ſee th' unhappy men ! they weep ! 
Fear, and remorſe, and ſorrow for their crime, 
Appear in every look, and plead for mercy. 

| gar 


8 to be honeſt men, give up your . 
And pardon ſhall deſcend on all the reſt. 


SEMPRONIUS.. 


Cato, commit theſe wretches to my care. 
Firſt let em each be broken on the rack, 
Then, with what life remains, impab'd, and left 
To writhe at leiſure round the bloody Rake. 
There let 'em hang, and taint the ſouthern wind. 
The partners of their crime will learn obedience, 
When they look up and ſee their fellow-traitors 
Stuck on a fork, and blackening in the ſun, 


| "LUCITUE 


Sempronius, why, why wilt thou urge the fate 
Of wretched men? 


S EMP R O N FU . 
How! would'ſt thou clear rebellion ! 


Lucius (good man) pities the poor offenders, 
That would imbrue their hands in Cato's blood. 


CAT O. | 
Forbear, Sempronius /—ſee they ſuffer death, 
But in their deaths remember they are men. 
; Strain not the laws to make their tortures grievous. - - 
Lucius, the baſe degenerate age requires 
| Severity, and juſtice in its rigour ; 
| This awes an impious, bold, offending world, 
| | Commands obedience, and gives force to laws.. 
| 


When by juſt vengeance guilty mortals periſh, 
The gods behold their puniſhment with pleaſure, 
And lay th* uplifted thunder-bolt aſide. 


= . SEMPRONIUS. 
| Cate, I execute thy will with pleaſure. 
„„ 
Mean- while we'll ſacrifice to liberty. 
Remember, O my friends, the laws, the rights, 
The gen'rous plan of pow'r deliver'd down, 
From age to age, by your renown'd forefathers, 
(So dearly bought, the price of ſo much blood.) 
O let it never periſh in your hands! 
, But piouſly tranſmit it to your children. 
Do thou, great liberty, inſpire our ſouls, | 
And make our lives in thy poſſeſſion happy, 
Or our deaths glorious in thy juſt defence. 


SCENE 
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; SCENE VI. 
8 E M P RONIUS and the leaders of 
the mutiny. 


1 LEADER. 
| Sempronius, you have ated like yourſelf, 
One would have thought you had been half in earneſt. 


SEMPRONIUS. | 
Villain, ſtand off! baſe groveling worthleſs wretches, 
Mongrels in faction, poor faint-hearted traitors! 


2 LEADER. 


Nay, now you carry it too far, Sempronius : 
Throw off the maſk, there are none here but friends. 
SEMPRONIUS. 
Know, villains, when ſuch paltry ſlaves preſume 
To mix in treaſon, if the plot ſucceeds, 
They're thrown neglected by: but if it fails, 
They're ſure to die like dogs, as you ſhall do. 


Here, take theſe factious monſters, drag 'em forth - 
To ſudden death. i 


$24 Emer Guards. 
1 LEAUD ER 
Nay, ſince it comes to this | | 
S E N. 
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Diſpatch 'em quick, but firſt pluck out their tongues, 
Leſt with their yang breath they ſow ſedition. 


SCENE VII. 


1 SY PH ARX and SEMPRONI US. 


S TPH Ax. 


Our firſt lefan, my friend, has prov'd abortive; 
Still there remains an after-game to play. 
My troops are mounted; their Numidian ſteeds 
Snuff up the wind, and long to ſcour the deſert : 
Let but Sempronius head us in our flight, 
We'll force the gate where Marcus keeps his guard, 
And hew down all that would oppoſe our paſſage. 
A day will bring us into Cæſar's camp. 
SEMPRONIUS. i 
Confuſion ! I have fail'd of half my purpoſe: 
Heres, the charming Marcia's left behind! 


— e 2 
How! will Sempronius turn a woman's ſlave " FM 


SEMPRONYTS. 

Think not thy friend can ever feel the ſoft 
Unmanly warmth, and tenderneſs of love. 
Syphax, I long to claſp that haughty maid, 

And bend her ſtubborn virtue to my paſſion : 


7 
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When I have gone thus far, I'd caſt her off. 


N SYPHAX. 
Well ſaid! that's ſpoken like thyſelf, Sempronius. 
What hinders then, but that thou find her out, 
And hurry her away by manly force? 


SEMPRONIUS. 


But how to gain admiſſion? for acceſs 
Is given to none but Juba, and her den | 


SY PHAX 


Thou ſhalt have Juba- s drefs, and Fuba's guards: * 
The doors will open, when Numidia's Prince 
Seems to appear before the ſlaves that watch them. 
SEMPROMNIUS: 
Heav'ns what a thought is there! Marcia's my own! 
How will-my boſom ſwell with anxious joy, 
When I behold her ſtruggling in my arms, 
With growing beauty, and diſorder'd charms, 
While fear and anger with alternate grace, 
Pant in her breaſt, and vary in her face? 
So Pluto, ſeiz'd of Proſerpine, con vey d 
To hell's tremendous gloom th” affrighted maid, 
There grimly ſmil'd, pleas'd with the beauteous prize, 
Nor envy'd Jove his ſun-ſhine and his ſkies. 


5 ACT 


ACT IV. 


$ CE N E x: 


Loos Liv: Maxcra. 


% 


LUCT 4: 


OW tell me, Marcia, telF me from thy ſoul, 
If thou believ'ſt *tis poſſible for woman 
To [ ufer greater ile than Lucia ſuffers ? 


VAR GI. 


© Lucia! Lucia! might my big ſwoln heart 
Vent all its griefs, and give a looſe to ſorrow: 
Marcia could anſwer thee in ſighs, keep pace 
With all thy woes, and count out tear for tear. 


| 2E 14. 
I know thou'rt doom'd alike, to be belov'd 
By Juba, and thy father's friend Sempronius ;. 
But which of theſe has pow'r to charm like Portius 
MAX C. IA. 
Still muſt I beg thee not to name Sempronius : 
Lucia, I like not that loud boiſterous man ; 3. 
Juba to all the bravery of a hero 
Adds ſofteſt love, and more than female ſweetneſs: 
Juba might make the proudeſt of our ſex, 
Any of woman Kind, but Marcia, happy. 


LUCI4 
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And why not Marcia? come, you ſtrive in vain 
To hide your thoughts from one who knows too well 
The inward glowings of a heart in love. 


MARX CIA. 
While Cato lives, his daughter has no right 
Jo love or hate, but as his choice directs. 


LU C14. 
But ſhould this father give you to Sempronius? 


MAR CIA. | 

I dare not think he will: but if he ſhould —— 
Why wilt thou add to all the griefs I ſuffer 
Imaginary ills, and fancy'd tortures? 
J hear the ſound of feet! they march this way! 
Let us retire, and try if we can drown 
Each ſofter thought in ſenſe of preſent danger. 
When love once pleads admiſſion to our hearts 
In ſpite of all the virtue we can boaſt) 
The woman that deliberates is loſt. 


ere 
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SCENE H. 


SEMPRO N 1 v 8, dreſvd like JvB Aa, with 
Numidian guards. 


It | | SEMPRONIUS. Ab 

ITrͤrꝗjYe deer is lodg'd. I've track'd her to her covert. 
i Be ſure you mind the word, and when I give it, 

Ruſh in at once, and ſeize upon your prey. 

18 Let not her cries or tears have force-to move you, 

4 — How will the young Numidian rave, to ſee 

_ _—_ His miſtreſs loſt? if aught could glad my ſoul, 

I Beyond th' enjoyment of ſo bright a prize, 

| _ *Twould be to torture that young gay barbarian. 

. „ — But hark, what noiſe! death to my hopes! 'tis he, 

4 *Tis Juba's ſelf! there is but one way left— 

| He muſt be murder'd, and a paſſage cut tremble! 
| | Through thoſe his guards.——Hah, daſtards, do you 

Or act like men, or by yon azure heavy — | 


w_— 


Com gart” 


ate rd et l - 
* a S 


Enter J UB A, 


1 


| JUB 4. 
What do I ſee? who's this that dares uſurp 
The guards and habit of Namidia's Prince? 


 8SEMPRONIEUS. 


| ii One that was born to ſcourge thy arrogance, 
= Preſumptuous youth ! 


FUB A. 


o 


FUB A. 
What can this mean? Sempronius / 
SEMPRONIUS. 
My ſword ſhall anſwer thee. Have at thy heart. 
If IF ». 
Nay, then beware thy own, proud, barbarous man ! 
{Semp. falls. His guards fam 
SEMPRONITVUS. 


Curſe on my ſtars! am I then doom'd to fall 
By a boy's hand ? disfigur'd i in a vile 
Numidian dreſs, and for a worthleſs woman? 
Gods, Pm diſtracted ! this my cloſe of life! 
O for apeal of thunder that would make 
Earth, ſea, and air, and heav'n, and Caro tremble! | Dies. 


F178. 

With what a ſpring his furious ſoul broke looſe, 
And left the limbs ſtill quiverirg on the ground 1 
Hence let us carry off thoſe ſlaves to Cato, 

That we may there at length unravel all 
This dark deſign, this myſtery of fate. 


SCENE 


Wn m 


SCENE III. 
Lucia, Marcia. 


LUCIA. 


Sure *twas the claſh of ſwords; my troubled heart 
Is ſo caſt down, and ſunk amidſt its ſorrows, 
It throbs with fear, and akes at every ſound. 
O Marcia, ſhould thy brothers for my ſake— 
I die away with horror at the thought. 


 & & *7 & 


See Lucia, ſee! here's blood] here's blood and murder 
Hah! a Numidian! Heavens preſerve the Prince: 
'The face lies muffled up within the garment. 

But hah! death to my fight! a diadem, 
And purple robes! O gods! *tis he, *tis he! 
Juba, the lovelieſt youth that ever warm'd 
A virgin's heart, Juba lies dead before us! 


LUCIA. 


Now, Marcia, now call up to thy aſſiſtance 
Thy wonted ftrength, and conſtancy of mind; 
Thou can'ſt not put it to a greater trial. 


NAR CIA. 
Lucia, look there, and wonder at my patience. 


Have I not cauſe to rave, and beat my breaſt, 
To rend my heart with grief, and run diſtrated ? 
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LU 14. POE e 
Mhattcan I think or ſay to give thee comfort ? 

|  MARCTAH.: 
Talk not of comfort, tis for lighter ills : 
Behold a ſight, that ſtrikes all comfort dead, 


Enter J u B A hilmning. 
J will indulge my ſorrows, and give way 
To all the pangs and fury of deſpair ; 
That man, that beſt of men, deſerv'd ĩt from me. 
JU a 


What do-I hear? and was the falſe 3 5 
That beſt of men? O had 1 fallen like him, 
And could have thus been mourn'd, I had been bappy! 


LD 14A. | 
Here will I ſtand, companion in thy woes, ; 
And help thee with my tears; when I behold 
A loſs like thine, I half forget my own. 
1 MAR CIA. 
"Tis not in fate to eaſe my tortur'd breat. 
This empty world, to me a joyleſs deſert, 
Has nothing left to make poor Marcia bappy. 
WHO | 
I'm on the rack! was he ſo near her heart? 


MARCTA. 

Oh he was all made up of love and charms, 
Whatever maid could wiſh, or man admire; 
Delight of every eye! when he e 1 7 
Vol. II. H ; A. 


146 C- A T O. 

A ſecret pleaſure gladen'd all that ſaw him; 

But when he talk'd, the proudeſt Roman bluſt'd 

To hear his virtues, and old age grew wiſe. 

” > act 

I ſhall run mad 5 
„ N ANG TA. 

O Juba! Juba Juba, 1 
5. 

What means u voice! did the not call on 7. ? 


M ARCI = 

Why do I think on what he was l he's dead! 
He's dead, and never knew how much I lov'd him. 
Lucia, who knows but his poor bleeding heart, - 
Amiaſt its agonies, remember'd Marcia. 
| And the laſt words he utter'd cal'd me cruel! 
Alas, he knew not, hapleſs youth, he knew not 
Marcia s whole _ was full of love and Tabu: pr 


703 4. | 
Where am Tr a 1 live! or am indeed 
What Marcia thinks! all is Ely/rum round me! 


MARCI 4. 


Ye dear remains of the moſt lov'd of men! 
Nor modeſty nor virtue here forbid . 
A laſt embrace, while thus | 


% 


A : ; 7 E A. 4 
See, Marcia, fee, [Throwing himſelf before her. 
The happy Juba lives! he lives to catch 3 
2 N 1 | That 


SG W Ä hh 
That dear embrace, and to return it too | 
With&nutual warmth and cagernels of love. 


MARCI A. 


With pleaſure and amaze, I ſtand tranſported ! 
Sure *tis a dream ! dead and alive at once! 
If thou art Juba, who lies there ? 


7 . B 4. 
A wretch, I 
Diſguis'd like Juba ( on a curs'd deſign. | 
The tale is long, nor have I heard it out. 


— 


Thy father knows it all. I could not bear 
To leave thee in the neighbourhood of death, 


Bat flew, in all the haſte of love, to find thee: 
I found thee weeping, and confeſs this once, 
Am rapt with joy to ſee my Marcia's tears. 


* A R C1 4. 
Pve been ſurpris'd in an unguarded hour, 
But muſt not now go back: the love, that lay 


| Half ſmother' d in my breaſt, has broke through all 


Its weak reſtraints, and burns in its full luſtre, 
I cannot, if 1 "oy conceal it von thee. 


""F U B VVV 
Pm loſt in 3 and doſt thou love, 
T hou charming maid 1. 


M 4 R c 1 22 
And doſt * live to aſk it? 


Sy 70 5 A 


14 | „ 
v4 This, this is life indeed! life worth preſerving, 
4 6 Such life as Tuba never felt *till now! 
bl M4 R C14. 
If Believe me, Prince, before I thought thee dead, 
17 I did not know myſelf how much I lov'd thee, 
1 7934. 
1 O fortunate miſtake! | 
1 M A R CI 4. 
1 O happy Marcia: 
jy " "$083 # 
14 1 My joy! my beſt belov'd! my only wih! 
1 How ſhall I ſpeak the tranſport of my ſoul! 
Wl | MAR CIA. bo 
: ! | | Lucia, thy arm! O let me reſt upon it 
| if 1 The vital blood, that had forſook my heart, 
1 Returns again in ſuch tumultuous tides, = 
111 It quite o'ercomes me. Lead to my apartment— 1. 
1143 O Prince! I bluſh to think what I have ſaid, * 
"ins But fate has wreſted the confeſſion from me; 
1 Go on, and proſper in the paths of honour, l 
11 Thy virtue will excuſe my paſſion for thee, . - 
1 And make the gods propitious to our love. 
wh o 
ws I am ſo bleſt, I fear tis all a Sina. e «lt * 
. Fortune, thou now haſt made amends for all 
= Thy paſt unkindneſs, I abſolve my ſtars. | 
778 i 
b is 
off TY . 


. S Tx 


What though Numidia add her conquer'd towus 
And provinces, to ſwell the victor's triumph! 
Juba will never at his fate repine; | 

Vet Cæſar have the world, if Marcia's mine, 


A: March at a Diflance. 
TARA and een 


LUCIUS. 


1 ſtand aftoniſh'd! what, the bold Sauren / 
That ſtill broke foremoſt through the crowd of Patriots, 
As with a hurricane of zeal tranſported, 
And virtuous ev'n to madneſs 


CAT 0, + 


© 
* 


Truſt me, Lucius, 
Our civil diſcords have produc'd much erimes, 

* Such monſtrous crimes, I am ſurpris'd at nothing. 
O Lucius, I am fick of this bad world! 

- The . and the ſun grow painful t to me. 


9. > . CTY 


Enter PorTivs. 


7 


Why are thy looks thus changed ? 
- „ 
My heart is griev'd. : 


But ſee where Pantins comes ! what en this Ralle: 


> 
BERL It BG 


23 
I bring ſuch news as will afflict my father. 


| 1 
Has Cæſar ſhed more Roman blood ? 
PORTIVS. 
Not fo. 


The traitor Syphax, as within the ſquare 
He exercis'd his troops, the ſignal given, 


Flew off at once with his Namidian horſe 


To the ſouth gate, where Marcus holds the watch ; 
I faw, and call'd to ſtop him, but in vain, 
He toſt his arm aloft, and proudly told me, 


He would not ſlay and periſh like Sempronius. 


. W, 

Perfidious men! but haſte, my fon, and for | 
Thy brother Marcus acts a Romans part. [Exit Portius. 
Lucius, the torrent bears too hard upon me; 
Juſtice gives way to force: The conquer'd world | 


bs 9 Cato has no buſineſs i in it. 5 gs 


LUCIUS. 
While pride, oppreſſion, and injuſtice reign, 


The world will ſtill demand her Cato's preſence. 


In pity to mankind, ſabmit to Cæſar, 


And reconcile thy mighty ſoul to life. 


C470. 5 
Would Lucius have me live to ſwell the number 
Of Cz/ar's ſlaves, or by a baſe ſubmiſſion 


- Give up the cauſe of Rome, and own a tyrant 5 


L.U. 
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C A T ©. „ 


LUCIUS. 


The victor never will impoſe on Cato 
Ungen'rous terms. His enemies confeſs 
The virtues of humanity are Cæſar's. 


CAT oO. 


Curſe on his virtues! they've undone his country. 
Such popular humanity is treaſon | N 
But ſee young Juba ! the good youth appears | 2 
Full of the guilt of his perfidious ſubjects. 15 F 

OR LUCIUS. 


Alas, poor Prince! his fate deſerves compaſſion. 


Enter J vn A. 


TUB We 
| I'bluſh, and am confounded appear 
| Before my preſence, Cato. 
047 o. 1 
ne, % 6 | T 
|  FUB 11. 8 | 
I'm a Numidian, 
e 0 47 O. 


And a brave one too. 
Ae haſt a Roman ſoul. 


74. 


Haſt thou not heard 
Of my _ countrymen ? 


Hs: ũ n 


EE & Þ 0 
C470. 


Alas, young Prince, 3 
Falſhood and fraud ſhoot up in every foil, 1 
The produR of all climes—— Rome has i its Cafars. 


7024 
Tis * rous thus to comfort the diſtreſt. 
C AT O0. 

*Tis juſt to give applauſe where *tis deſerv'd ; 
Thy virtue, Prince, has ſtood the teſt of fortune, 
Like pureſt gold, that, tortur'd in the furnace, 
Comes out more bright, and brings forth all its weight: | 

FUBA. 

What ſhall I anſwer thee ? my raviſh'd heart 
O'erflows with ſecret joy: I'd rather gain 
Thy praiſe, O Caro, than Numidia's empire. 


. | Re-enter PoxTIOs 


PORT 1 US. 
- Mis fortune on misfortune! rief 01 on grief? 1 
* My brother Marcus 8 
: CAT O. 3 
Hah! what has he done! e e 
Has he forſook his poſt? has he given way? 
Did he look tamely on, and let em paſs ? 
„ene ee 
Scaree had I left my father, but I met him 


Borne on the ie of his * ſoldiere, 3 
| Breath- 


CA T0” 153 


Breathleſs and pale, and cover d oer with wounds, 
Long at the head of his few faithful friends, 


He flood the Thock of a whole hoſt of foes; 
Till obſtinately brave, and bent on death, 
Oppreſt with multitudes, he greatly fell. 
ok; GA BM i HIS e ee 
Im wil. rb {hots „tut e 


POR TT Us. „ 
Nor d 1 fl Be 


His ſword had pierc'd through the falſe * of f Sphas 
Yonder ke lies. 1 ſaw the hoary traitor 


Gria in the pangs of death, aud bite Js ground, 
CAT o. | 


Thanks to the gods! ny boy has done his daty. 
— Portis, when 1 am n dead, be ſure thou place 
His urn near mine. 


3 | 
Long —_— y op Abe aſunder!. _ , 
'L U CIUS8.. 


O Cato, erm thy ſoul with all. its patience; 
See where the corps af thy dead fon approaches! 
The citizens and fenators, alarm' d, 


Have gather d round it, and attend at-weeping. 


** 


dar o meeting the Corps. ny A 


Welcome, my ſon"! here lay him down, my friends —_——_— 
Kull in amy n chat I may view at leiſure ' [ 
aw 912 14 * 5 no Shih a Th 
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154 CA *F: 0: 
The bloody corſe, and count thoſe glorious wounds. 
—— How beautiful is death, when earn'd by virtue! : 
Who would not be that youth ? what pity. is it pF 
That we can die but once to ſerve our country ! 
yy fits this ſadneſs on your brows, my friends? 
I ſhould have bluſh'd if Caro's houſe had. Rood 
Secure, and flouriſh'd in a civil war. 
 =——Portius, behold thy brother, and „ 
Thy life is not thy own, when Too. ee * 


2 avs \ 
I 1488 * 
L - 44A 


. 
Wl Was ever man like this! e. 
0 ο 


Alas, my friends! 
Why mourn you thus? let not a «prime Jofs 
AMi& your hearts. Tis Rome requires our tears. 
The miſtreſs of the world, the ſeat of empire, 
The nurſe of heroes, the delight of gods, 
That humbled the praud tyrants of the earth, 
And ſet the nations free, Rome i is no more. | 
O 1 0 virtue! O my country! * 


bf 
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Behold that upright man Le fills bireyes 
With tears, that flow'd.not o'er his own dead ſon. [{/a, 
. 3 


White's the Roman virtue has Stael, 


| The ſun's whole courſe, the day and year, are Ceſar's. 
For him the ſelf-devoted Decii dy'd, 


The 


The Fabii fell, and the great Scipios conquer d: 
Even Pompey fought for Cæſar. Oh my friends! 
How is the toil of fate, the work of ages, 
The Roman empire fallen! O curſt ambition! 
Fallen into Cæſar's hands! our great forefathers 
Had left him . to conquer but his country. 


74 
While Cato lives, Cæſar will bluſh to ſee 
Minkind e. and be aſham'd of empire. 


. c 47 0. 
Ceſar aſham'd! has not he ſeen Phar/alia ? 
es A U 8. l 
"ox. ths time thou fave thyſelf and us. 
: CAT O. 


Loſe not a thought on me, I'm out of dar ger. 
Heav'n will not leave me in the victor's hand. 
Ce/ar ſhall never ſay I conquer d Cato. 
But oh! my friends, your ſafety fills my heart 
With anxious thoughts: a thouſand ſeeret terrors . 
Kiſe in my ſoul ;, how ſhall I ſave my friends! | 
"Tis 1 »„ä— 3 N 
LU OI '-# 
ca, has merey if we aſk it of him. | * 
"EXT 0. i 40 9474 | 43 J 
Then aſk it, I conjure you! let him know OM m7 
Whate'er was done againft him, Cato did it. | _ "my 
Add, if you pleaſe, that I requeſt it of him, 2 
H 6 The 
0 


, AED 


4 56 G & && | 
The virtue of my friends may paſs unpuniſh'd;. .  .. 
Juba, my heart is troubled for thy fake, We 
Should I adviſe thee to regain W 
Or ſeek the Ware WES © 
N 7 e ee 
If I forſake then | 74 f 
Whilſt I have life, may heaven abandon 9 


Te CAT. J 


Thy virtues, Prince, if F foreſee ks 9 fied f 
Will one day make thee great : At Rome, Les, 
Twill be no crime to have been Cato's friend. 
Portius, draw near! My ſon, thou oft haſt feen 
Thy ſire engaged 1 in a-corrupted: Rate, 

Wreſtling with vice and fa&ion: now thou ſeeſt me 
Spent, overpower'd, deſpairing of ſucceſs: 7 
Let me adviſe thee to retreat betimes 

To thy paternal ſeat, the Sabine field, - 

Where the great Cen/or toil'd with his own ada. 
And all our frugal anceſtors were bleſt 

In humble virtues, and a rural liſe. 
There liv'd retir'd, pray for the peace of Rome 
Content thyſelf to be obſcurely good. 

When vice prevails, and impious men bear ſway 
The poſt ef hour is a private Ration. 


.PORTIUS. 


1 hope, my father does not 3 
A life 20 Partius, that he ſorns hunſels 


er 


24 


C. AT O. 


G47 0. 


Farewel, my friends! if there be any of you 
Who dare not truſt the victor's clemency, _ _ ? 
Know, there are ſhips prepar'd by my command; © f 

(Their ſails already opening to the winds) 
That ſhall convey you to the wiſh'd-for port. 
Is there anght elſe, my friends, I can do for yau? 
The conqueror draws near. Once more farewel! 
If e' er we meet hereafter, we ſhall meet 
In happier climes, and on a ſafer ſhore, 

Where Cz/ar never ſhall approach us more. 

: [Pointing to his dead fore 
There the "SI th with love of virtue fired, 
Who greatly in his country's cauſe expired, | 
Shall know he conquer d. The firm patriot there 
(Who made the welfare of mankind. his care) , 
Tho? fill, by faction, vice, and fortune, croſt, 
Shall find the gen'rous labour was not loſt. | 
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CAT O plus, fitting in a thoughtful poflure: In. 
bis hand Plots's both on the immortality of the. fonts. 
A drawn fword'on the table by him. 


T mutt be ſo — Plato, thou reaſon'ſt well! — 
Elſe whence this pleaſing hope, this fond def, 
This longing after immortality? | 
Or whence this ſecret dread, and inward horror, 
Of falling into nought? why ſhrinks the foul 
Back on herſelf, and ſtartles at deſtruction ? 
"Tis the divinity that ſtirs within us; 
Tis heav'n itſelf, that points out an hereafter, 
And intimates eternity to man. 
Eternity! thou pleaſing, dreadful, thought! 
'Through'what variety of untry'd being, | 
Through what new ſcenes and changes muſt we paſs? 
The wide, th* unbounded proſpect, lies before me? 
But ſhadows, clouds, and darkneſs reſt upon it. 
Here will I hold. If there's a pow'r above us, 8 
(And that there is all nature cries aloud 
Through all her works) be muſt delight in virtue; 
And that which he delights in, muſt be happy. 


But 


EE 159 

But when! or where! — This world was made for Cæſar, 
I'm weary of conjectures— This muſt end 'em. — 4 

| | [ Laying his hand on his ſword. 

Thus am I'doubly arm'd: my death and life, 

My bane and antidote are both before me : 
This in a moment brings me to an end ; 
' But this informs me I ſhall never die. | : 
The ſoul, ſecur'd in her exiſtence, ſmile. nn 


At the drawn dagger, and defies its point. -; .- 3 
The ſtars ſhall fade away, the ſun himſelf 4 7 
Grow dim with age, and nature fink in years ; | : f 
But thou ſhalt flouriſh in immortal youth, CEE | | 1 


Unhurt amidſt the war of elements, DR | 
The wrecks of matter, and the cruſh of worlds. : | 
What means this heavineſs that. hangs upon me? | 
This lethargy that creeps through all my ſenſes? i 3 
Nature oppreſs'd, and haraſs'd out with care, | 'z 3 
Sinks down to reſt. This once I'Il favour her, Y 
That may awaken'd ſoul may take her flight, 
Renew'd in all her ſtrength, and freſh with life, 


An offering fit for heaven. Let guilt or fear | 
Diſturb man's reſt Cato knows neither of em : 1 
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bas 4. 7 0. NG 
But ha! how's this; my ſon ? EY this intri 
Were not my orders watt WIE be 1 
Why am I diſobey*d ? KRG... eh 50 as 
rorrioe 
Alas, my father! 8 
What means this ſword? this inflrument of death op 85 
Let me convey it bene! wo 5 3 
Raſk youth, e DE err 
| PORTIUS.. 
Q. let the prayers, th? intreaties of your gp 
Their tears, their , danger, wreſt it ſom: . | 
1 T.. ii ai Þ'% 25A ; 
Would'ft chou * me? wouldꝰſt thou give me ap 
A Mlave, a captive, into Cæſar's hand 
Retire, and learn — n nnn! 
Or know, young man! | 
PORTI U 8. 
Look. not thus ſternly on me: 
You know Ta rather die than Sober vou. 


e C170. | 
*Tis well! again I'm maſter of myſelf. 


Now, 


SA 0 


Now, Cz/ar, let thy troops: beſet our: gates, Jol 


And bar each avenue, thy gathering fleets 
O'erſpread the ſea, and. ſtoꝑ up every port 
Cato ſhall open to himſelf a paſſage, 

And mock thy hopes 


PORTIUS.. 


O Sir, forgive your ſon, 

| Whoſe grief hangs heavy on him! O my father! 
How am TI ſure it is not the laſt time 

Þ e'er ſhall call you ſo? be not diſpleas'd, 

O be not angry with me whilſt I weep, _ 
And, in the anguiſh of my heart, beſeech you: 
To quit the dreadful purpoſe of your wen l. 


EAT o. 


161 


SL © 
"Ia 3 


Thou haſt been ever good and dutiful. [Embracing bims 


Weep not, my ſon. All will be well again. 


'The righteous gods, whom I have ſought to pleaſe, 


Will ſuccour Cato, and preſerve bis An- 


Ar. 


Portius, thou may' f rely upon my condut. 


Thy father will not act what miſbecomes him. 
But go, my ſon, and ſee if aught be wanting 
Among thy father's friends ; ſee them embark 
And tell me if the winds and ſeas befriend wens 


4. 


7 PORN TDU ee 
Your words give comfort to my aroopog heart: 3 


My ſoul is quite weigh'd down with care, and aſks- 


by. 
_ 
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The ſoft refreſhment of a moment's ſleep. 
Po Ros. 
My thoughts are more at eaſe, my heart revives, 


— 


SCENE 1. 
PoR ius and M AR CIA. 


PORT I US. 


O Marcia, O my ſiſter, ſtill there's hope ! 
Our father will not caſt away a life 
So needful to us all, and to his country. 
He is retir'd to reſt, and ſeems to cheriſh - 
Thoughts full of peace, He has diſpatch'd me hence. 
With orders, that beſpeak a mind compoſed, 
And ſtudious for the ſafety of his friends. 


Marcia, take care that none diſturb his lumbers. 


HESTDE —* 


O ye immortal powers, that guard the juſt, 


Watch round his couch, and ſoften his _— 
Baniſh his ſorrows, and becalm his ſoul 
With eaſy dreams; remember all his virtues! 
And ſhow n * ! is ods Care. 


SCENE 
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SCENE lV. 
Lu A and MARC a. 


LUCIA. 2 Da 
Where i is your father, Marcia, where is Cato 
MARCH 4. 
Lucia, ſpeak low, he is retir'd to reſt. 
Lucia, 1 feel a gently-dawning hope 
| Riſe in my ſoul. We ſhall be happy ſtill. 
; LUCI1 4. 
Alas, I tremble when I think on Cato, 
In every view, in every thought 1 tremble! | 
Cato is ſtern, and awful as a god; 
He knows not how to wink at human frailty, 
Or pardon weakneſs that he never felt. & 73 2708 
2 & 2 & a 
Though ſtern and awful to the foes of Rome, 
He is all goodneſs, Lucia, always mild, - 
Cotmpaſſionate, and gehtle to his friends. 
Fill'd with domeſtic tenderneſs, the beſt, 
The kindeſt father! I have ever found him 1111 
* and good, and bounteous to my wiſhes. 
UG Ti 
Tis his conſent alone can 2 us bleſt. 


Marcia, we both are equally in volv'd 
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In the ſame intricate, perplex'd, diſtreſs, 
The cruel hand of fate, that has deftroy'd 
Thy brother Marcus, whom we both lament=—— 


MAN C 14. 


And ever ſhall lament, unhappy youth! 


LUCA. 


Has ſet my ſoul at e and now I ſtand 


Looſe of my vow. 


But who knows Cato's thoughts z. 5 


Who knows how yet he may diſpoſe of Portius, 


Or how he has determin'd'of "thyfelf r 
: M 4 R c y 4: | 
Let him but live! commit the reſt to heayene | 


Enter L 


Sweet are the ſlumbers of the virtuous man!? 
© Marcia, 1 have ſeen thy godlike _ 2 12 


* fn 
1 


„ & SS 


Some power itiviſfible ſupports his ſoul, 
And bears it up is dhits-wonted ne. b 
A kind refreſhing ſleep is fallen upon him: 
I Taw him ftretch'd. at eaſe, his fancy loſt. 


In pleaſing dreams; as I drew near his couch, 


He ſmil'd, ane Ce/ar, thou ob not 3 mo. 5 


MAC 
His mind ſtill n with ſome dreadful eee. 


TUCTUS: 
Lucia, * * * We theſe e * 
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Dry up thy tears, my child, we are all ſaſe 
While Cato e e mn 2 
| EW $27 3715 15 agg o 20% if 2! 
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| F UBM > 
Lucius, the horſemen are return'd from viewing _ 
The number, ſtrength, and poſture of our'foes, i baA 
Who now incamp within a ſhort hour's march{ 
On the high point of yon bright weſtern tower. © 
We ken them from afar, the ſetting ſun 


Plays on their ſhining arms and burniſh'd helmets, 
And c covers ik the field with gleams of —_— 


Er 
Marcia, tis time we ſhould awake thy father. 
Cæſar is ſtill diſpos'd to give us terms, 
And waits at diſtance till he hears from Cato, 


s , 
ern 12 
* * = of 144 423. Den 


Enter Poet Wn ION 


Portius, chy looks ſpeak ſomewhat of i importance. , 
What tidings doſt thou bring? methinks I ſee 
Vauſual gladneſs ſparkling in thy eyes. 

PORTIFUS. 

As I was haſling to the port, where no * © Has 

My father's friends, impaticnt for a Rigs "mo 
Accuſe the ling'ring winds, a fail arrived | 
From Pompey's ſon, who through the realms of Spain 


Calls out for vengeance on his father's death. 
And rouſes the whole nation up to arms. 


«> 
Were 
Pas 7 
% * 


*%-, 
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Were Cato Bend, once more r. Rane 

Aſſert her rights; and claim her liberty. | 

But hark! what means that groan! O give me way, 

And let me fly into my father's preſence, : 
LUCIUS. 


Cato, amidſt his ſlumbers, thinks on Rome, 
Aud in the wild diſorder of his ſoul, Sb 
Mourns o'er his country —— hah! a ſecond groan . 
Heaven guard us all ———— __ | , 


1 4. 


Alas, *is not the voice 45 | 
Of one who fleeps! *tis agonizing pain, 
'Tis death is in hat und —— 


? 


mo P. TEE Us. 


PORTIUS. 


O ſight of woel - 
O Marcia, what we fear'd is come to opaſ! 
Caro | is fallen upon his ſword: 


LU o 1 U * 
O Portius, N 
Hide all the horrors of thy mournfl ale, $i, pw 
And let us gueſs the reſt, e e e e dana 


PORTIUS. 


I've rais'd him up, | 
And plac'd him in his chair, where 8 and faint, 
He gaſps for breath, and, as his life flows from him, 
Demands 4 


Demands to ſee his friends. - His ſervants weeping,” 
Obſequious to his orders, bear him hither. wm 


[The back Scene opens, and diſcovers Cato. 


5 W 
O heavꝰn aſſiſt me in this dreadful hour 
To pay the laſt ſad 1 to 22 — 


754. 15 
Theſe are thy ridmghb; thy exploits, 0 Cafe 7 
„ 
Now 1 is Rome fallen indeed! 


— 


[Ci ato brought forward i in bis chair. ; £ 


7 


CAT O. 


Here ſet me — 
Portius come near me — are my friends embark'd ? 
Can any thing be thought of for their ſervices _ | 
Whilſt I yet live, let me not live in vain, : 
—O Lucius, art thou here ?— thou art too good. 
Let this our friendſhip live between our children ; ; 
Make Portius happy i in thy daughter Lucia. 
Alas, poor man, he weeps !—Marcia, my daughter 
L bend me forward !—Juba loves thee, Marcia. 
A ſenator of Rome, while Rome ſurvived, 
Would not have match'd his daughter with a King, 
But Cæſar's arms have thrown down all diſtin&ion ! 
Whoe'er is brave and virtuous, is a Roman. 


'm fick to death- O when ſhall I get looſe 
From this vain world, th' abode of guilt and ſorrow! 
An 
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SO A FO 
8 yet methinks a beam of light breaks i in 
On my departing ſoul. Alas, I feoer 
Pye been too haſty, O ye powers, that "SIP ; 
The heart of man, and weigh his inmoſt thoughts, 


\ 


If I have done amiſs, impute it not 


The beſt may err, but you are good, and—oh! [ Dies. 
ne Ke ©. 


There fled the greateſt ſou] that ever warm'd 
A Roman breaſt; O Cats! O my friend! 


Thy will ſhall be religiouſly obſerv'd. 


But let us bear this awful corps to Cæſar, 

And lay it in his fight, that it may ſtand | 

A fence-betwixt us and the victor's wrath-z n 

Cato, tho' dead, ſhall ſtill protect his friends. 
From hence, let fierce contending nations know 


What dire effects from civil diſcord flow. 


Tis this that ſhakes our country with alarms, 
And gives up Rome a prey to Roman arms, 
Produces fraud, and cruelty, and ſtrife, 


And robs the guilty world of Care's life. 0 
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Spoken by Mrs. FOR T E R. 


WHT odd fantaſtic things we women "ITY 
Who wou'd not liſten when young lovers woo? 

But die a maid, yet have the choice of two! 

Ladies are often cruel to their coſt; 

To give you pain, themſelves they _ moſt. 

Vows of virginity ſhould well be weigh'd 

Too oft they're cancell'd, tho' in convents made. 

Would you revenge ſuch raſh reſolves - you may: 

Be ſpiteful and believe the thing we ſay ; 

We hate you when you're eaſily ſaid nay. 

How needleſs, if you knew us, were your fears? 

Let love have eyes, and beauty will have ears. 

Our hearts are ſorm'd as you yourſelves would chooſe, 

Too proud to aſk, too humble to refuſe: 

We give to merit, and to wealth we ſell; 

He ſighs with moſt ſucceſs that ſettles well. 

The woes of wedlock with the joys we mix: 

»Tis beſt repenting in a coach and fix. 

Vo. II. 5 1 Blame 
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Blame not our conduct, ſince we but purſue 

"Thoſe lively leſſons we have learn'd from you: 
Vour breaſts no more the fire of beauty warms, 
But wicked wealth uſurps the. power of charms; 
What pains to get the gaudy thing you hate! | 
I'D ſwell in ſhow, and be a wretch in ſtate! 

At plays you ogle, at the ring you bow.z ; 
Even churches are no ſanctuaries now: 

There, golden idols all your vows receive, : 

She is no goddeſs that has nought to give. 

Oh, may once more the happy age appear, 
When words were artleſs, and the thoughts fincere:; 
When gold and grandeur were unenvy'd things, 
And courts leſs coveted than groves and fprings. 
Love then ſhall only mourn when truth compheine, 
And conſtancy feel tranſport in its chains; 

Sighs with ſucceſs their own ſoft anguiſh tell, 

And eyes ſhall utter what the lips conceal:  - 
Virtue again to its bright Ration climb, 

And beauty fear no enemy but time; 

The fair ſhall liſten to deſert alone, 
And * Lowe find a Cato's ſon. 


[ 171: ] 
To Her RO YAL HIGHNESs the 


PRINCESS of WALES, 


« 


TD With the N * CATO, Nov. 1714. 


T HE muſe that oft, with ſacred raptures fir'd, Y 
1 Has gen'rous thoughts of liberty inſpir'd, © : 


And, boldly riſing for Britannia's laws,  * 7 

Engag'd. great Cao in her country's cauſe, I ; 1 

On you ſubmiſſive waits, with hopes aſſur'd, 4 

By whom the mighty bleſſing ſtands ſecur d, 3 

And all the glories, that our age adorn, I 

| Are promis'd to a people yet unborn. _ . 1 
No longer ſhall the widow'd land bemoan a 4 
A broken lineage, and a doubtful throne; A 

But boaſt her royal progeny's increaſe, 4 

| And count the pledges of her future peace. 7 ; 4 
| O born to ſtrengthen and to grace our iſle! | J 
f While you, fair Px INES 8s, in your offspring ſgile, I FP 
_ Supplying charms to the ſucceeding age, | 3 

Each heav'nly daughter” s triumphs we preſage; TY 3 

* Already ſee th' illuſtrious youths complain, A 
| And pity monarchs doom'd to ſigh in vain, ; q 
Thou too, the darling of our fond defires, . 9 
doing Albion, opening wide her arms, requires, be 

I 2 With 3 
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„ 
With manly valour and attractive air 
Shale quell the fierce, and captivate the fair. 
O England's younger hope! in whom conſpire 
The mother's ſweetneſs, and the father's fire-? 
For thee perhaps, even now, of kingly race 
Someidawning beauty blooms in every grace, 
Some Carolina, to heaven's dictates true, ; 
Who, while the ſcepter'd rivals vainly ſue, 
Thy inborn worth. with. conſcious. eyes ſhall ſee, 
And flight th“ imperial diadem for thee. | 
Pleas'd with the proſpect of ſucceſſive reigns, 

The tuneful tribe no more in daring ſtrains ; 
Shall vindicate, with pious fears oppreſt, 15 
Enadanger'd rights, and liberty diſtreſt ; 
To milder ſounds each.muſe ſhall tune the lyre, 
And gratitude, and faith to Kings. inſpire, 
And filial love; bid impious diſcord ceaſe, 
And ſooth the madding factions into peace; 
Or riſe ambitious in more lofty lays, ; 
And teach the nation their new monarch's praiſe, 
Deſcribe his awful lock, and godlike mind, 
And Cz/ar's. power. with Caro's virtue join'd. 
Mean - while, bright Prince ss, Who, with graceful eaſe 
And native majeſty art form'd to pleaſe, 
Behold thoſe arts with. a propitious eye, 
That ſuppliant to their great prote&reſs.fly.! 


"When . 5 


137 
Then Mall they triumph, and the Brizi"Rage- 
Improve her manners, and refine her age, | 
- More noble characters expoſe to view, _ 
And draw her finiſh'd heroines from you. | 
b | Nor you the kind indulgence will refuſe; . + 
F Skill'd in the labours of the deathleſs muſe ; 
| The deathleſs muſe with undiminiſh'd rays 
Through diſtant times the lovely dame-conveys, A 
To Gloriana Waller's harp was ſtrung; 5 
The Queen Rill ſhines, becauſe the Poet ſung. 
Even all thoſe graces, in your frame combin'd, . 
8 The common fate of mortal charms may find 
(Content our ſhort-liv'd praiſes to engage, 
Fhe joy and wonder of a ſingle age,) 
Unleſs ſome Poet in a laſting ſong.: 


To late poſterity their fame prolong, 
Inſtruct our ſons the radiant form to prize, 
And ſee your beauty with their fathers' eyes. 
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we, who have writ before him, have thrown 
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AVING recomimeniged- this - play to 
the town, and delivered the copy of 
it to the bookſeller, I/ think neee 
to give ſome account of it. | | 
It had been ſome years in the hands of - 4 
the ay chor, and falling under my peruſal, 4 
I thought ſo well of it, that I perſuaded 
him to make ſome additions and altera. 
tions to it, and- let it appear upon the 
ſtage. - 1 own I was very highly pleaſed : 
with it, and liked it the better, for the want 
of thoſe ſtudied ſimilies and repartees, which 
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into our plays, to indulge and gain upon : 
a falſe taſte that has prevailed for many. b 
e years £ 


» 


& 
: 

: 

| 
| 
t 


1738 The PREFACE. 


| years in the Britiſh theatre. I believe the | 
author would have condeſcended to fall into 
this way a little more than he has, had he 


before the writing of it been often preſent 
at theatrical repreſentations. I was con- 
firmed in my. thoughts of, the play, by the 
opinion of better judges to whom it* was 


communicated, who obſerved. that the ſcences 
were drawn after Moliere 8 manner, and that 


an eaſy and natural vein of mate} ran. 
through the whole. 


I do not queſtion but the * will dit. 


cover this, and ſee many beauties that 
eſcaped the audience; the touches being | 
too. delicate for every taſte in a popular 
aſſembly. My brother-ſharers were of opi- 
nion, at the firſt reading of it, that it was 


like a picture in which the ſtrokes were not 
ſtrong enough to appear at a diſtance. As 
it is not in the common way of writing, the 


approbation was at firſt  doubaful, but has 
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riſen every time it has been acted, and has 


given an opportunity in ſeveral of its parts | 


for as juſt and good actions as ever I —_ ; 


the ſtage. 

The reader will 3 that 1 ll 
here, not as the author, but as the pa- 
tentee. . Which is, perhaps, the reaſon Why 
1 am not diffuſe in the praiſe of the play, 
leſt I ſhould ſeem like a man who cries + 
up his own wares only to draw: in . 
mers. 
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PROLOGUE. 


IN this grave age, when comedies are few, 
| I We crave your patronage for one that's new; | 
'Though *twere poor ſtuff, yet bid the author fair, 
And let the ſcarceneſs recommend the ware. 9290 
Long have your ears been fill'd with tragic parts, | 
Blood and blank-verſe have harden'd all your hearts ; 
If &'er you ſmile, tis at ſome party Arokes, 
Round-heads and Weoden-/toes are ſtanding jokes ; 
The fame conceit gives claps and hiſſes birth, 
You're grown ſuch politicians in your mirth! 
For once we try (though *tis I own unſaſe,) 
To pleaſe you all, and make both parties laugh. 
Oour author, anxious for his fame to-night, 
And baſhful in his firſt attempt to write, 
Lies cautiouſly obſcure and unreveal'd, 
Like ancient actors in a maſk conceal d. 
Cenſure, when no man knows who writes the play, 
Were much good malice merely thrown away. 
The mighty critics will not blaſt, for ſhame, 
A raw young thing, who dares not tell his name: 
Good-natur'd judges will th' unknown defend, 
And fear to blame, leſt they ſhou'd hurt a friend: 


Each 
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Each wit may praiſe it, for his own dear ſake, 
And hint he writ it, if the thing ſhou'd take. 


But if you're rough, and uſe him like a dog, 


' Depend upon it He'll remain incog. 
If you ſhou'd hiſs, he ſwears he'll hiſs as high, | 
And, like a Culprit, join the hue-and-cry. 

If cruel men are till averſe to ſpare _ 
Theſe ſcenes, they fly for refuge to the fair. 
The? with a ghoſt our comedy be heighten'd, 
Ladies, upon my word, you ſhan't be frighten'd ; 
O, *tis a ghoſt that ſcorns to be uncivil, 

A well-ſpread, luſty, jointure-bunting devil; | 
An am'rous ghoſt, that's faithful, fond and true, 
Made up of fleſh and blood———as much as you. 
Then every evening come in flocks, undaunted, 
We never think this houſe is too much haunted. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


"ES. - 
Sir George Truman, | Mr. Wilks. 
Ez Mr. Cibber. 
Fantome the Drammer, _ Mr. Mills. 
Vellum, Sir George Truman's Steward; Mr. Jobnſan. 
Butler. Mr. Penkethman. 
Coachman, 5 | | Mr. Miller, 
WOMEN. 
Lady Truman, | : Mrs. Olaſeld. 
Abigal, u. Saunders. 


Gardener, ; Mr. Norris. 
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COACHMAN. | 
Pn give Madam warning, that's flat——Pve always 
liv'd in ſober families. I' not diſparage my to be 
a ſervant in a houſe that is haunted. 
GARDENE R. 


Pl een marry: Nell, and rent a bit of ground of my 
own, if both of you leave Madam; not but that Madam's- 


a very good woman—if Mrs. Abigal dit not ſpoil her 


om here's: her health. 
e E. R. | 
It's a very hard thing to be a butler in a houſe, that” 


is diſturb'd. He made ſuch a racket in the cellar laſt 
night, that I'm afraid he Il ſour all the mw in my barrels.: 


COACHMAN. 


Why then, John, we ought to take it _ as faſt as 
we can. Here's to you He rattled ſo loud under the 
tiles laſt night, that I verily thought the houſe would 
have fallen over our heads. I durſt not go up into the 
cock. loft this morning, if I had not got one of the 
maids to go long with-me. | 8 


GARDENER 


1 a I heard him in one of my 1 | 
® marvel, John, how he gets into the houſe. when all the - ; 
ws are ſhut. - 
| N E 1 . 8 
Why look ye, Perer, your ſpirit will creep you into 
an augre-hole :—he'll whiſk you through a key-hole, 


| without ſo much as joſtling againſt one of the wards. 


COACHMAN. 


Poor Madam is mainly frighted, that's certain, and 
verily believes tis my maſter that was kill'd in che laſt 


campaign. 
. | 
Out of all manner of queſtion, Robin, tis Sir George. 5 
Mrs. Abigal is of opinion it can be none but his ho- 
nour ; he always lov'd the wars, and you know was 


mightily pleas'd from a child with the mufic NETS I; 


* 
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GARDEN ER. | 
7 wonder his body was never found after the battle. 
A 


Found!- why, you fool, is not his body kere abou 
the houſe ? doſt thou think he can beat his drum with- 
out hands and arms? 


COACH MAN. 


"Tis maſter as ſure as I ſtand here alive, and I verily 
believe I ſaw him laſt night in the town · cloſe. 


GARDENE R. 
Ay! how did he appear? 
| | COACHMAN. 
Like a white horſe. a 
5 DE 


Pho, Robin, I tell ye he has never 2 yet but 


in the ſhape of the ſound of a drum. 


COACHMAN. 


This makes one almoſt afraid of one's own ſhadow. 
As I was walking from the ſtable t'other night without 
any lanthorn, I fell acroſs a beam, that lay in my way, 
and faith my heart was in my month W I had 
ſtumbled over a ſpirit. - Bi 


i SUTL.K RB; 


Thou mi ht'ſt as well have ſtumbled: over a ſtraw 3 | 
why, a ſpirit is ſuch a little little thing, that I have 
| heard a man, who was a great ſcholar, ſay, that he'll. 
dance a Lancaſhire horn-pipe upon the point of a needle . 
—As I fat in the pantry laſt night counting my ſpoons, | 
the candle methought burnt blue, and the ſpay'd bitch 


look'd as if ſhe ſaw ſomething. 
COACHMAN: 


Ay. poor cur, ſhe's almoſt frighten'd out of her witss | 


-GARDENER. 


Ay, I warrant ye, ſhe hears him many a time and 


BUT. 


often when we don” t. 


» 
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My Lady muſt have him laid, that's certain, what- 
ever it coſt her. 
| n DE VIZ X. 


I fancy, when one goes to market, one might hear: 
of ſomebody that can make a ſpell. | 


"COACHMAN. 

Why may not the parſon of our parith lay him ?- 

| | BUTLER. 5 
; No, no, no, our parſon cannot lay him. 

| C O AC HM AN. 
Why not he as well as another man ?. 
| . ; 
Why, ye fool, he is not qualified—He has not taken. 


the oaths. 
GARDENER. | N 
Why, d'ye think John, that the ſpirit would take the 


law of him 2— faith, I could tell you one way e * 


bim off. 
How's that d 


COUCHMAN. 


G AR DIENI RX. | 
Pl! tell =_ immediately [ arinꝭ:] 1 nan! Mrs, 5 
mw might ſcold him out-of the houſe. 
GAC HA 
7 ſhe has a tongue that would drown his drum, if- 
any thing could. 
FETEL EK 


Pugh, this is all froth! you ind ot of 
the — next time it makes a noiſe, I tell you 
what ought to be done, — I would have the ſteward 


| ſpeak Latin to it. 


COACH MAM. 
Ay, that would do, if the ſteward had but courage... 
GARDENER. 


There you have i * — He's a fearful man. If I had as 
much 
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much learning as be, and I met the ghoſt, I'd tell him 
his own! but alack what can one of us poor men do 
with a ſpirit, that can neither write nor read. 


BUTLER. 


Thou art always cracking and boaſting, Pune 


doſt not know what miſchief it might do thee, if ſuch 
a ſilly dog as thee ſhould offer to ſpeak to it. For ought 


I know, he might flea.thee alive, and make parchment. 


of thy ſkin to cover his drum with, +» 


G AR D. E M E. R. N 
A fiddleftick! tell not me — I fear nothing; not I! I 
never r did harm in my life; I never committed murder. 


YT IK | 
I verily believe thee, keep thy temper, Peter; after 


| ſapper we'll drink each of us a double . and en 


| let come what will. | 
GARDE N E R. 


x 


Why that's well ſaid, Jebr, an honeſt man that 1 


not quite ſober, has nothing to fear — Here's to ye — 


Why how if he ſnauld come this minute, bans would 


ſtand. Ha! what noiſe is that ? 


BUTLER and COACHMAY. 
pl where? © + 
1 GARDENER. ME ot 
The devil! the devil! Oh no, 1s Mro. Abiget 
8 MERE i" 


Ay faith ! *ris ſhe ; *tis Mrs. Abigal a good miſtake ! 


"Us Mrs. ones, no 


8 n 
ABIG AI. 


Here are your drunken ſots for you! Is this a time to 


be guzzling, when gentry are come to the houſe ! why 
don't you lay your cloth? How come you out of the 
fables ? "Ou are not you at work 1 in your garden ? | 


6A R. 
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GARDENER. 
Why, yonder's the fine Londoner and Madam fetek- 


ing a walk together, and methought they look'd as if” 


they ſhould ſay they had rather have my room than my 
| "ENG 
BUTLER.. 

And ſo forſooth being all three met together, we are 
doing our endeavours to drink this ſame Drummer out . 
of our heads, 

GARDENER. | 

For you: muſt know, Mrs. Abigal, we are all of opi- 


nion that one can't be a. match for him, unlefs one be- 
as drunk as a drum 


COUCH M4 V. | 
Lam reſolved to give Madam warning to hire herſelf ' 
another coachman ; for I came to ſerve my maſter d'ye 
fee, while he was altve, but do ſuppoſe that he Roan no. 
farther ocoaſion for a coach, now he walks. 


BUTLER. 


Truly, Mrs. Abig al, I muſt needs ſay, that this ſame. 
ſpirit is a very odd Tort of a body, after all, to * 
Madam and his old ſervants at this rate. 


GARDENER. 


And truly, Mrs. Abigal, J muſt needs ſay, I ſerved my 
maſter contentedly, while he was living; but I will ſerve - 
no man living, (that is, no man that is not living) with- - 
out double wages. 


431 4. 


Ay, tis ſuch cowards as you that go about with idle 


ſtories to diſgrace the houſe, and bring ſa many ſtrangers - 


about it; you firſt frighten YORI, and then your 


neighbours. 
6 A RD E NE K. 


'Feighten'd? ! I ſcorn your word. Frighten'd quoth-a 15 5 


'ABIGATL. 
"wag; you ſot! are you grown pot-valiant ?' 


» 2 
. 


* 


r 


— 


a, 2. Here SY N * 


1 


"The HAUNTE p- Hou . 189 
GARDENER. 


Frighten'd with a drum! that's a good one! it will 
do us no harm, I'll anſwer for it. It will bring no 


bloodſhed along with it, take my word. It ſounds as 
like a train-band drum as ever I heard in my life. 


EEA. 
Pr'y thee, Peter, don't be ſo preſumptuous. 
| ABIGATL, 
Well, theſe drunken rogues take it as I could wiſh. 


Aſide. 
GARDENER. l 5 
I ſcorn to be frightned, now Lam in for't; if old Dub- 
ra- dub ſhould. come into the room, I would. take him 
. 
Pr ythee hold thy tongue. 
GARDENER. 
I woule take IONS he drum beats, the Gardener 
. endeavours to get off, and Falls. N 
5 BUTLER and COACHMAN. 
K to it, Mrs. Abigal. 


e ENESEE 
Spare my life, and take all I have. 


C OACHMA M. 


Make off, make off, good Butler, and let us go hide 
ourſelves in the cellar. [They all run off. 


AB1G AL ola. 


ö 

So, now the coaſt is clear, I may venture to call out 

my D:ammer—Bat firſt let me ſhut the door, leſt we be 

ſurpris'd. Mr. Fantome, Mr. Fantome! | He beats.) Nay, 

- nay, pray come out, the enemy's fled [ muſt ſpeak 
with veu immediately don't ſtay to beat a parley. 

[h back Scene opens, and diſcovers 

Fantome with a drum. 


F A N- 
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FHN O V f. 
Dear BE Lhave overheard all that has "i 


45 and find thou haſt manag'd this thing ſo well, that 


I could take thee-in myarms, and kiſs thee—if wy 
drum did not ſtand in my way 
ABITIGCAT. 
Well, O' my conſcience, you are the merrieſt ghoſt! 
and the very p1Qure of Sir George Truman. 
F ANT OM E. 
There you flatter me, Mrs. 4bigal - Sir George had 
that freſhneſs in his looks, that we men of the”! town 


cannot come up to. 


ABIGAL. 
Oh! Death may have alter'd you, you know — be- 
ſides, you muſt conſider, you loſt a grout deal of mod 


in the battle. 


＋ AN O N E. 


Ay, that's right; let me look never ſo pale, this cut 
croſs my forehead will keep me in countenance. 


ge ABI GA L.- | 
*T'is juſt ſuch a one as my Maſter receiv'd from a 


curſed French trooper, as my Lady's letter inform'd her. 


FANTOME. 


It happens luckily that this ſuit of cloaths of Sir 
George's fits me ſo well, —T think I can't fail hitting the 


air of a man with whom I was ſo long acquainted, 


111 a6 ut £5535; 
'You's are the very man Ivo [ almoſt ſtart when 


TI look upon you. 


FANTO ME. | 

But what good will this do me, if I muſt remain in- 

viſible ? 1 
| A:8-4.6 Ab he 

Pray what good did your being viſible.do you ? The 

fair Mr. Fantome thought no woman could withſtand 

him Bt when you were ſeen by my Lady in your 


5 proper 
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proper perſon after ſhe had taken a full ſurvey of you, 
and heard all the pretty things you could ſay, ſhe very 
civilly diſmiſſed you for the ſake of this empty, noiſy 


creature Tinſel. She fancies you have been gone from 


hence this fortnight. 


FANT OM : 

Why really I love thy Lady ſo well, that though I had 
no hopes of gaining her for myſelf, I could not bear to 
ſec her given to another, eſpecially ſuch a wretch as Tiaſel. 

4B 1G AL. 

Well, tell me truly, Mr. Fantome, have you not a great 


opinion of my fidelity to my dear Lady, that I would 


not ſuffer her to be deluded in this manner, for leſs 


than a thouſand pound? 7 : 


FANTOME. 
Thou art always remembring me-of my promiſe — 
thou ſhalt have it, if thou canſt bring our project to. 
bear; doſt not know that ſtories of ghoſts and pP. 


rations generally end in a pot of money? 


VCCC‚ 
Why, truly now Mr. Fantome, I ſhould think RS 


a very bad woman, if l had done what 1 do, for a 


farthiog RE 
F A VT O M E. 
Dear Abigal, how I admire thy virtue! 
4316 A.. 


No, no, Mr. Fantome, I defy the worſt of my ene- 
mies to ſay I love miſchief for miſchief ſake. 


FANTOME. 


But is thy Lady paſuaged that I am the ghoſt of her 
deceaſed huſband ? 


ABTG 4 * 
I endeavour to make her belong ſo, and tell bo 
every time your drum 1attles, that her huſband is chid- 


| "my her for entertaining this new Jover. 


5 


F AN- 


* + a * "= x” & a, 1 A 


192 The DRUMMER: Or, 
FAN TOM E. 


pr ythee make uſe of all thy art, for am tir'd to 
death with ſtrolling round this wide old houſe like a 
rat behind a wainſcot. 


3 


Did not I tell you, *twas the pureſt place in the world 
for you to play your tricks in? there's none of the fa- 
mily that knows every hole and corner in it, beſides 


2 
FANTO ME. 
Ah Mrs. Abigal! you have had your intrigues— 
| ABIGATL. 


For you muſt know, when I was a romping young 
gil, I was a mighty lover of hide and /cet. 


FANTOME.. 


1 Laos, by this time, I as am well acquainted wick Iz 
the houſe as yourſelf. 


43164 . 


Vou are very much miſtaken, Mr. Fantome; but no 
matter for that; here is to be your ſtation to- night. 
This is the place unknown to any one living beſides 
myſelf, ſince the death of the joiner; who, you muſt 

underſtand, being a lover of mine, contrived the wain- 
ſcot to move to and fro, in the manner that you find 

it. I deſigned it for a Wardrobe for my Lady's caſt 
cloaths. Oh! the ſtomachers, ſtays, petticoats, com- 
modes, laced ſhoes, and good things I have had in it— 
pray take care you don't break the cherry-brandy bottle 
that ſtands up in the corner. | 


FANTOME. 


Well, Mrs. Abigal, I hire your cloſet of you but for 
this one night—a thouſand pound you know is a very 


good rent. 


* 


ABIGAL. 


Well, pet you gone; you have ſuch a way with you, 
a there”: s no denying you any ching 


F A N- 
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FANTOME. 

Pm a thinking how 72/1 will tare when he ſees me 
come out of the wall: for 1 nen to are ar 4 
APPEagance to night. ; 

ABI G 4 Z. 

000 you in, get you in, my Lady's at the door. 

FANTOME. 6 

Pray take care ſhe does not ep me up ſo late 28 ſhe 

«did laſt night, or depend upon it PlI beat the tattoo. 
4A BI1GATL, 
WE andone! I'm undone—{ Ai he is going in.] Mr. | 


Fantome, Mr. Fantome, you have put the WERE . 
| bond i into my brother's hands. 


A 4NT OM 4. 5 
Thou N have it, I tell thee, thou ſhalt have it. 
| '{Fantome Lors * 
a ; 


| No more words —vaniſh, vaniſh. 


Enter L A D * 


nn 1 [opening the door]. 
Oh, dear Madam, was it you that you made fach 8 
knocking? my heart does ſo beat—I vow. you have 
frighted me to death thee verily it had been * 


drummer. 
1 D Y. 


I have been W the garden to Mr. 7. inſel; he's 
molt inſufferably witty. upon us about the ſtory of the 
drum. . 

. „Nei. 
a Tndeed, Madam, he's a very looſe man! I'm afraid 
© + tis he that hinders. my poor maſter from a refting | in his 


grave. 

L 4 Dr. 43640 
"ES Well 1, an ul is ſuch a novelty in the country, who 
k 1 am reſolved to divert myſelf a day or two at leaſt with 


V. the oddneſs of his converſation. ä 
Vor, H. K ABT. 


| 9 WOE. a he 
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| BE + X-3-" 4M | 
Ah, Madam! the drum began to beat in the houſe as 
ſoon as ever this creature was admitted to xiſit you. All 


the while Mr. Fantome made his addreſſes to you, there 
was not a moule ſtirring i in the nil more Gan und 


to be— ER 
ee, 4 5 7 1. F 
This bag e has ſome deſign upon me, more . 
I can yet diſcover. [4fde.] — Mr. Fantome was r 


thy 3 | 
ps Es 4316 4. 


Ay. cid ſhould have been your*s too, by m. conſent! 
Mr. Fantome was not ſuch a ſlight fantaſtic thing as this 
is. Mr. Fantome was the beſt- built man one ſhould 
ſee in a ſummer's day! Mr. Fantome was a man of ho- 
nour, and loved you! poor foul ! how he fighed when 
he has talked to me of my hard hearted Lady. Well! 
1 had as lief as a thouſand pounds poo nate Ry 
Mr. Fantome! | 4 

L A D Y. 

To tell thee truly, I loved him well enough till [ 
found he loved me ſo much. But Mr. Tire! makes his 
court to me with ſo much negle& and indifference, and 
with ſuch an agreeable ſaucineſs Not that 1 ſay Pl 


ma him. 
65 1 n 


| * him, quoth-a! no, if you ſhould, you'll be 
awakened ſooner than married couples, generally are 
You'll quickly have a drum at your window. 


*F ? 


| | LM 
Tu hide my contempt of Tinſel for once, if i it be but 
to ſee what this wench drives at. _ 
4 AI. 


Why, ſuppoſe your huſband, after this fair warning 
he has given you, ſhould found you an alarm at mid- 
night; then open your curtains with a face as pale as my 
a>ron, and cry out with a hollow voice, what doſt thou 
doi in bed with this * ſhanked fellow ? 

i L 4D F. 


— 


e ” _ * 


oe rd (3 Ry _ 


The Hauntt-Housr, 1956 


L AD F. 
„y wilt thou needs have it to be my huſband ?' be 


never had any reaſon to be offended at me. 1 always | 


loved him while he was living, and ſhould prefer him to 
aay man, were he ſo ill. Mr. Tinſel is indeed very 
idle in his talk, but I fancy, Abigal, a diſcreet woman: 


might reform him. 
43141. 


That's a likely matter indeed! did you ever r hear of 2 
woman who had power over a man, when ſhe was his 
wife, that had none while ſhe was his miſtreſs | Oh ! 
there's nothing in the world i eb. ion a man in * com- 
plaiſance like marriage ! 434/207 U TE 


L 4 D . 


He is indeed, at preſent, too familiar i in his conver a 


lation. 
A BIG Al. 


Familiar ! Madam, in troth, he's eee rude. 
e 
But that you know, Abigal, ſhows he has no diſſimu- 


lation in him Then he is apt to 0 a 1 too much 


upon 14275 ſubjects 
4e. 3 
Grave ſubjects! he jeſts upon the church. 
G40 7 


| But that you know, Abigal, may be only to 4 bis 
8 wit———Then i it muſt be owned, he's enen talka- 


tive. 
A BIG 4L. 
Talkative d'ye call it! he's downright impertinent 
LADY. 


* chat you know, Abigal, is a he has been uſed 


8 good enen indeed he is _y PETE. 
ANG. 4's 
Poſitive! why, he contradicts you in every thing you 


E 
Eb K 2 ELD 
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LADY. 
But then you know, Abigal, he has been eluent at 
the inns of court. 
5 £6 4 L. 

A bleſſed education indeed! it has made him * 
his catechiſm.! | 
| LA D. N 

You talk as if you hated him. 
| You talk as if you loved- bim. | 

| LADY. 

Hold your tongue! here he comes. 


; Enter T1NSEL» 


T I N SEL. 
My dear widow ! | 


Fi © 6 G _—_ . 
My dear widow, marry "come _—_— [ Land 
" Sul Xo 
Let him alone, Abigal, ſo long as he does not call me 
my dear wife, there's no harm done. 
TINSEL. | 
J have been moſt ridiculouſly diverted fince I left you 
our ſervants have made a convert of my booby. 
His head is-ſo filled with this fooliſn ſtory of a drummer, 
that I expect the rogue will be afraid hereafter to go upon 
a FH; by moon- light. 
| 44 14 31104 BUg . 
Ah, Mr. Tinſel, what a loſs of Werden would that 
he: to ye a fine lady | | 
$2 x 4316 4 6; | 
Then you ſtill believe this to be a fooliſh FONG 4 
thought my Lady had told you, that ſhe had heard it 
herſelf. | 
3 | IN. 
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| TINSEL. OT = 
Ha, ha, ha! | 7 1 
4316 41. lk 

Why, you would not perſuade us out of our ſenſes. | 

. Ha, ha, ha! I 1 
4310 41. _m_— x | . q 
| There' s manners for you, Madam. x. . 4 
LADL 1 

Admirably rallied ! that laugh is unanſwerable! _ 1 
Ill be hanged if you could forbear being witty u | 4 
me, if I ſhould tell you I heard it no longer ago — | \4 


lail night, 
TINS E 1. 


LA D 7. | 
Wl what if 1 ſhould tell you my maid was. wi me 
1 Men & u. 1 
W vapours! pray, my dear widow, will you 4 f 
| 


| Fancy 3 


anſwer me one queſtion ?—had you ever this noiſe of a 
drum in your head, * the Path FOR aces was 
living? r 
vt id + I 2 
And pray, Mr. Tinſel, will you let me aſk 5 — 
queſtion ; do you think we can hear in the n | 
well as as you do in town? : 


TINSE 5 
Believe me, Madam, I could preſcribe you a cure e for 
theſe 3 imaginations, | A 
47 0 4 ; ; . N bo 
Don't tell my Lady of e Sit 1 have 1 
heard it myſelf. | | 1 
: TINSE 4 | 
Hark thee, child—art thou not an old maid 7 
A B 1 G A. 4. N 


gie, ifl am, it n my; own: fault. % 249 97 44 
NY TIN 


74 
2 


TEN &E 4 
Whims! frecks! megrims! indeed, Mrs Altai. 
4114. 

Marry, Sir, by your talk one would believe you 

* * thing that was good is a in. 
„ 

Why truly 1 don't very well underſtand what vou 
mean by your doctrine to me in the garden juſt how, 
that _ thing we ſaw was made by chance. 

ABIG AL. 


A vey pretty fabjee indeed we = lover to Live ert his 
miſtreſs with, © 
L 4 ': od 


But I ſuppoſe that was only a taſte of the converſation 
you would entertain me with after marriage. 
A | 
Od, I ſhall then have time to read you ſuch lectures 
of motions, atoms, and nature — that you ſhall learn to 
think. as freely as the beſt of us, and be convinced in 
lefs thaw: a gan that all about us is chance-work. 
Ta LCD BN «© 
8 1 n perſon 3 1 ts 


would make your court to me, by perſuading me 
* | was made by chance! 


VL PO OTIS ISE E. 


Ha, ha, ha! well ſaid, my dear! why, faith, Foes 
wart a very why 1 that's certain. 


LADY. | 

Pray Mr. 77 1 where did you learn this odd way 
of talking ? | 
* ee. 


Ah, 8 'is yaur_ country innocence makes you 
think i it an odd way of talking. 


k Es. To 64 5 71 f A D . 
Though you give no credit to ſtories of apparitions, I 
* 455 believe there are fuch ge as ſpirits? > 


CER 


AW EMSRS: 
Simplicity! "Wu 6 
5 431IGAI. 

I fancy you don't believe women have ſouls, d'ye Sir ? 
TINSE L. 

LADY. | 

I vow, Mr. Tinſel, L am afraid malicious e ** 
ſay I'm in love with an atheiſt. 


_ * Foolifh enough ! 


6 & 6 # # th 15 


Om, my dear, that's an old faſhioned word — Lm a 
* thinker, child. | 


ABIGAL 
I am ſure you are a free-ſpeaker. 
4 FD F. 


Really, Mr. Tin/el, conſidering that you are ſo fine 
a gentleman, I'm amazed here you got all this learn- 
ing! I wonder it has not ſpoiled your breeding. 


FRETS © 
To tell you the truth, I have not time to look into 


theſe dry matters myſelf, but I am convinced by four or 


five learned men, whom I ſometimes overhear at a 
Coffee-houſe I frequent, that our forefathers were a 


pack of aſſes, that the world has been in an error for | 


ſome thouſands of years, and that all the people upon 


earth, excepting thoſe two vr three worthy gentlemen, . 
are impoſed upon, cheated, bubbled, abuſed, bam- 


boozlec 


43141. 


Ane how can yon hear ſuch a proigue?h he talks 
like the London pr 4 | 


CADDY... 


| Why really, I'm a thinking, if there be no ſuch thin gs 


as ſpirits, a woman has no occaſion for marrying — ſhe 
need not be afraid to lie by herſelf. 


TINSEL. 

Ah! my dear] are huſbands good for nothing but to 

| | Ki 4 frighten 
FT * 


„ 
* 


: ” 

” 3 ape. . ke ning: - 1 A  —_— * — — 
. ere, 8 8 A 
8 ben 6 wh ' 


A ONE EAT OY a oo IE 


200 The DauuuM ER; Or, 


frighten away ſpirits? doſt thou think I could not in- 
ſtruct thee in ſeverat other comforts of matrimony t 
44 *. 

Ah! but you are a man of ſo much knowledge that 
vou would always be laughing at wy ignorance—yow 
learned men are ſo apt to deſpiſe one! 
T INS ZE I. 


No, child! I'd teach theem principles, thou mould' 
be as wiſe as l am—in a . 


s time. 
LA D Y. | | 
Do you think your principles would make a woman 
the better wife 5 | 
TINSEL 
Pr'ythee, widow, don't be queer, 
a 7 of PIER 


I love gay tempet, but I would not have 700 ally 
things that are ſerious. 


T'1 NN E. . ; 
Well enough faith ! where's the jeſt of rallying any 


thing elſe ! 
. 
Ah, Madam, did you ever hear Mr, Fant talk at 


this rate? —_—_ 
3 „ I 


But where's this ghoſt ! the ſon of a whees of 2 
„drummer ? I'd fain hear him methinks. 
4A31IGAE. 
Pray, Madam, don't ſuffer him to give the ghoſt weh 
I] language, eſpecially when vo _ RY to . 


It is my maſter. 
T INS 2 3h 
That's well enough faith, Nab ; deft thou think * 
maſter is ſo unreaſonable, as to continue his claim to his 
reli& after his bones are laid ? Pray, widow, remember 
the words of your contract, you have fulfilled them to a 
tittle—did not you marry Sir 1 to the tune of until 


? 
* LADY. 
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LADY. 
I muſt not hear Sir George's memory treated in ſo light 


a manner—this fellow muſt have been at ſome pains to 
make himſelf ſuch a finiſhed re 8 


TINSEL. 

Give me but poſſeſſion of your PTY and PII whirl 
you up to town for a winter, and cure you at once. Oh! 
J have known many a country Lady come to London with 
frightful ſtories of the hall-houſe being. baunted, of fairies, 
ſpirits, and witches; that by the time ſhe had ſeen a 
comedy, played at an aſſembly, and ambled in a ball or 
two, has been ſo little afraid of bugbears, that ſhe has 
ventured home in a chair at all hours of the _ | 


| ABIGAL, | 5 
Han-—fases-bex. 3 (a. 
| TINSE 5 


'Tis the ſolitude of the country that creates theſe 


whimſies; there was never ſuch a thing as a ghoſt heard 
of at London, except in the play- houſe——Oh, we'd paſs 
all our time in London. Tis the ſcene of pleaſure and 
diverſions, where there's ſomething to amuſe you every 
: Jour 0 the day. Life's not life in the ot 


LADY. | 6449 


Well ah; you have an opportunity of deux the 
ſincerity of that love to me ieh you profeſs. You may 


give a proof that you have an affection to my perſon, 


not "wy jointute. 


TIN 7 E L. 4 1 : 
Your jointure | how can you think me Facd | a . 
but child, won't your joipture be the ths __ in Los 
don as in the counery? , \ 
| © i ff 7 . 598. Tit EY 
No, you're deceived ! you muſt know it is ſettled on 


me by marriage- articles, on condition that I live in this 
old manſion-houſe, and keep it up in repair, 


T 1 A-4-# 
Shaw ! | 


K 3 45 , 


{ 
\ 
4 
i 
\ 


* 9 
BE 
[2 l 
nk 

: 

4 

4 

, 
£ 


| think it is the preteſt habitation 
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4. 05 
rler, well put, Madam. 
8 TINSE L. 
Way, faith, I have been looking upon this houſe, and 
ever ſaw 1 in my lite. i 
. 
. but then this cruel drum 
42: $629 I E. 
| Something de venerable in it! 
eee e e 4 
Ay, but the drum! | 
L 4 N S 5 L. 


Fos my part, I like this Gorhic way of building better 
than any of your new orders it would be a thouſand 


8 pies it ſhould fall to ruin. 


LADY, 
Ay, but the drum! 

119 #N.8 E "R [is v4] 
{ How pleaſantly we two could paſs. our time in this 
delicious fituation. Our lives would. be a continued 
dream of happineſs. Come, faith, widow, let's go 


* the leads, and take a view of the der, 


RY LADY. 

Ay. but the drum! the drum.! 
.TINSEL. 4 5 

My dear, take t word for't *tis all fancy : beſides 


mould he drum in t ky very bed-chamber, I ſhould only 
bug thee the cloſer. 


Claſp'd in the folds of love, 74 meet. my doom, 
"ow act my i tb n the room. 
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f 


— =—_ 
* * — 


— ered 


ACT IL. SCENE I. 


S CE N E opens, and diſcovers Vellum in bis 
ce, and a Letter in his hand. 


Y.ERLLUM.. 


HIS Letter aſtoniſheth ; may I believe my own 
"A eyes — or rather my ſpectacles— To Humphrey 
Fellun, Eſq; ſteward to the Lady Truman. 


Veit n, | 


ter is alive, and deſigns to be with you in half an 


* hour, The report of my being ſlain in the Netherlands, 
has, I find, produced ſome diforders in my family. 
I am now at the George- Inn; if an old man with a 
gray beard in a black cloak, enquires after you, give 


* him admittance. He paſſes for a conjurer, but is really 


Your faithful friend, 


G. Truman. 


P. 8. c Let this be a fecret, and you ſhall find your 
* account in it.?⁊Z! | a 


This amazeth me! and yet the reaſons why I ſhould be- 
Heve he is ſtill living are manifold—Firſt, becauſe this 
has often been the caſe of other military adventurers. 

© it v2 K 6 Secondly, 


| A Doubt not but you will be glad to hear your maſ- 


\ 
} 
y 
i 


— 


- 
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Secondly, becauſe the news of his death was firſt 
publiſhed in Dyer*s Letter. 


- Thirdly, becaufe this letter can be written by none 


but himſelf—I know his hand, and manner of fpellioge 
Mg h | 


Enter BUTLER, 
BUTLER. 


Sir, here's a ſtrange old. 8 chat altes for you; | 
he ſays he's a conjurer, but he looks very ſuſpicious z | 
I 1 he ben't a jeſuit. 


„E LIZ UN. 

272 him immediately. 
. | 

1 wid he ben't a Jeſuit ; but he ſays he's nothing bot 


= conjurer. 
VEELUM. 


He fays right he is no more than a OY 
Bring kim in, and withdraw. it Butler. 
And * as I was ſaying, becauſe | 


"Gi $443 WES 7, | 


BUTLIZR. 


Sir, here is the conjuter— what a deviliſn long beard 
he has! I warrant it has been growing theſe hundred 


Years. : | LAAde, Exit. 
Sir GZ OR GE. | 


Dear Fellum, you have received my letter; bay's _ 
Tore we proceed lock the door, 


VELLUM. " 

It is his voice. | 2 the Hs. 
| Sir GEORGE... 

In the bert place help me of with this 8988 


cloke. 


Wo YELL 
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Tris 1 


Sir GEORGE. 
So, now lay my beard upon the table. 


„„ 8 
[4/ter having Il on Sir George thro his JpeBacles. ] 


It is his face, every lineament! 
TY Sir & E OR G E. 


11, now I have put off the conjurer and tlie old 
man, I can talk to thee more at my eaſe. 


FELLUM. 
| Believe me, my good maſter, I am as much rejoiced 
to ſee you alive, as I was upon the day yon were born. 


Your. name was in all the W in the liſt of 
thoſe that were lain. 9 


We have not time to be pardietlen;; I ſhall only tell 
thee in general, that I was taken priſoner i in the battle, 
and was under cloſe confinement for ſeveral months. 
Upon my releaſe, I was reſolv'd to furpriſe my wife with 
the news of my being alive. I know, Vellum, you are a 
perſon of ſo much penetration, that I need not uſe any 
further arguments to convince you that I am fo. 

Z LL U M. 


Tt am—and moreover, 1 queſtion not but your anus 
Lady will likewiſe be convinced: of it. Her ho--nour 
is a diſcerning Lady. 


sir GEORG E. 
Pm only afraid ſhe ſhould be convinc'd of it to her 


forrow. Is ſhe not pleas'd with her imaginary widow- 
hood? Tell me truly, was the aflicted at the report of 


my death? 
55 IU : 
| Vorely. bay 
Sir GEORGB.. 8 
0 long did her grief laſt? 


* 


three days. 
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VELELUM: 
Longer than I have known any widaws—— at leak 


Sr GFORGS. 
Three days, ſay'ſt thou? three whole * I'm 
yy thou flattereſt me. O woman ! woman! 


e M. 
Grief i Is maths; 
Sir GEORGE. 
This -blockhead is as methodical as ever — but 1 


* 


ew he's honeſt. Har. | 


V E LL UM. 

There is a real grief, and there is a methodical grief; 
ſhe was drown'd in tears till ſuch time as the tailor had 
made * widow's weeds indeed they ere ber. 

Sir G E OR GE. 155 


Became her! and was that her comfort ? N a moſt 
ene conſolation! 


1E E L U N. 


But I muſt needs ſay ſhe paid a due . to your 
memory, and could not forbear a Rep ſhe ſaw, 


sir G E O R G Z. | 
That was kind indeed! I find ſhe griev'd with a deal 
of good- breeding. But how comes this gang of lovers 


about ber 2 
125 FEEL U M. 
Fer jointure is ; conſiderable. 


Sir GEORGE. 


company. 


How this fool torments me! ry nr [fide 
| " FELLUM, MO + ew 
Her perſon is amiable LING 
1 5 Sir GEORGE. . 4 
a . | Co 
VELLUM.. e. 


But her character is unblemiſt'd, She has been. as 
nts in your abſence as a Peneloße— Fe 
: 12 
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Sir C E ORG E. 


And has had as many ſuitors. 


YELLUM. 
- Several have made their overtures. 


Sir G POR G E. 


Several! 
Ie FELLU M. 
But ſhe has rejected all. 
Sir GEORGE. 
+ There thou reviv'ſt me but what means this Tinſel, ? 
Are his viſits acceptable? 
- VELLUM. 
He is young. | | 
| Sir GEORGE. 
Does ſhe liſten to him? * 
F ELLUM. | 
He is pay. . 
| Sin.6:5.04@-Ga nt 01 
Sure ſhe could never entertain a . of marrying 
fuch a coxcomb! 
E L L U M. 5 ee 
Ife is not in made. | at qo-1 
een, © 
Are the vows and proteſtations that paſt between us 
come to this! I can't bear the thought of it! is 777% 
the man | defign's for my worthy ſucceſſor ? 
FELLU M. 
You do- not confider that you have been dead | cheſe 
7 fourteen months 


0 


Sir GEORGE. 

Was there ever eee, s. 
8 I 

And I have often heard her ſay, that ſhe muſt never 

expect to find a ſecond Sir Gogh! Ti NINE watt 


your Ho. nour. N N 4 
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| Sir GEORGE. | 

I think ſhe lov'd me; but I muſt ſearch into this 
ſtory of the Drummer before 1 diſcover myſelf to her. 
I have put on this habit of a Conjurer, in order to in- 
troduce myſelf. It muſt be your buſineſs to recom- 
mend me as a moſt profound perſon, that by my great 


knowledge 1 in the curious arts can ſileace the Drummer, 
and diſpoſſeſs the houſe. 5 


FELLUM. 


1 am going to lay my accounts before my Lady, and 
I will en — to prevail upon her Ho- nour to admit 
the trial of your art. 


8 Sir GEORGE. 


I have ſcarce heard any of theſe ſtories that did 1 not 
ariſe from a love intrigue—Amours raite as many 


ghoſts as murders. | 
VELLUM. W 
Mrs. Abigal endeavours to perſuade us, that * tis your 
Ho--nour who troubles the houſe. 
Sir GEORG E. 
That convinces me *tis a cheat, for I think, Vellum, 
a may be pretty well aſſur'd it is not me. 
FIR 
_ am apt to think ſo truly. Ha—ha—ha. 


Sir GEORGE. 


, Abigal had always an aſcendent over her Lady, Way 
- If there is a trick in this matter, depend upon it ſhe is 
at the bottom of it. I'Il be hang'd if this ghoſt be not 


one of Abigal's familiars. | 


. 
Ws Abigal has of late been very myſterious. 0 


Sir GEORGE % 


1 foory, Vellum, thou could'ſt worm it out of "in I | 
know formerly there was an amour detwern * "WW 
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V.ELLUM. 
Mrs. Abigal hath her allurements, and ſhe knows I 
have pick'd up a competency in your Ho--nour's ſervice. 
Sir GEORG E. 


If thou haſt, all I aſk of thee in return is, that thou 
would*ſt immediate! y renew thy addreſſes to her. Coax 
u 


her up. Thou haſt ſuch a filver tongue, Yellum, as "twill 
be im poſſible for her to withſtand. Beſides, ſhe is ſo 
very a woman, that ſhe'll hke thee the better for giving 
her the pleafure of telling a fecret. In fhort, wheedle 
her out of it, and I ſhall act by the advice which thou 
ID „„ 
Mrs. Abigal was never deaf to me, when I talk'd upon 
that ſubject. I will take an opportunity of addreſſing 
myſelf to her in the moſt pathetie manner. ; 
* rr Bbs7 i nphn in *s 3 
In the mean time lock me up in your office, and 
bring me word what ſucceſs you have Well, fare I am 
the firſt that ever was employ d to lay himſelf. | 
97 une 2, a | f 
Vou act indeed a threefold part in this houſe; you 
2 a, Ghoſt, 4 Conjurer, and my ho- -noured Maſtes 
ir George Truman z he, he, he! You will pardon me 
for being jocular, © N 
Sir G EZ OR GB. 

O, Mr. Vellum, with all my heart. You know ! 
love you men of wit and humour. Be as merry as thou 
pleaſeſt; ſo thou doſt thy buſineſs. [Mimiching bim. ] You 
will remember, Vellum, your commiſſion is twofold, firſt 
to gain admiſſion for me to your Lady, and ſecondly to 


ger the ſecret out of Abigat. 
s 1654 , 1 og 


* 


4 


5 FF Entes 


| - Pudent as to ſhew me the chamber where he 
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Enter L AD v fola. © 


Women who have been happy in a. firſt marriage, 
are the moſt apt to venture upon a ſecond. | But for 
my part, I had a huſband ſo every way ſuited to my 
inclinations, that I muſt entirely forget him, before 1 
can like another man. I have now been a widow but 
fourteen months, and have had twice as many lovers, 
all of 'em profeſt admirers of my perſon, but paſſion-' 
ately in love with my jointure. I think it is a revenge 
J owe my ſex to make an example of this worthleſs 
tribe of fellows, who grow impudent, dreſs themſelves 
fine, and fancy we are obliged to provide for em. But 
of all my captives, Mr Tiaſel is the moſt wege | 
in his kind. I hope the diverſion I give myſelf wit 
him is unablameable. I'm ſure tis neceſſary. to turn 

my DG off from the” memory of that dear man, 
who has been the greateſt happineſs and afliftion of my 
life. My heart would be a prey to melancholy, if I did 


not find theſe innocent methods of relieving it. But 


here comes Abigat I muſt teaze the. baggage, for I 
find ſhe has taken it into her head that I am entirely at 
her diſpoſal. | ; 


f Enter A A 1 6 4 1. 
r 

Madam! Madam! yonder's Mr. Tin/e! has as good - 
as taken poſſe ſſion of your houſe. Marry, he ſays, he 
muſt have Sir George's apartment enlarg'd ; for truly, 
ſays he, I hate to be ſtraiten d Nay, he was fo im- 
intends to 


conſummate, as he calls it, 
| | L ADT. 
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LADY. 


Well ! he's a wild fellow. 


ABIGAL. 
Indeed he's a very ſad man, Madam. 


EAD. 


He's young, Abigal; *tis a thouſand ities he mould 
be lof; I ſhould be mighty glad to reform him. 


- 


ABIGAL. 


| Reform him! marry, hang him! 


L A4 DF. 


Has not he a great deal of life ? 


e 
Ay, enough to make your heart ake, 


LADY. 


Þ dare ſay thou think'ſt him a very agreeable fellow. 


ee & 7 508 oY OO 
He thinks himſelf ſo, PIl anſwer for him, 


LADY. 


| He's very good- natur d! 1 25 


43164 E. 
He ought to be ſo, for he's very filly. 
LADY. 
| Don thou think he loves me? 
A BIG AL, 
Mr. Fantome did, I am ſure, 
| LADY. 
With what raptures he talk'd'! 
LB IGA L. 
Yes, but /twas in praiſe of your jointure-houſe. 


L 4 D 4. 4 


Fe has kept bad company, 


FL 7 7-3 & Uh 


They muſt be very bad nv if they were worſe 


than POR... 


LADY. 
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5 "LADY. 
I have a ſtrong fancy a good woman might reform 


him. | 
| \ ABIGATDL. 
It would be a fine experiment, if it ſhould not ſucceed. 
we > a0 * | 
Well, Aigal, we'll talk of that another time; here 
eomes the Steward, 1 have no further occaſion for you 
at preſent. Ne b | [Exit Abigal. 


Emer V E LLUM. © 


VELLUM. 


Madam, is your Ho--nour at leiſure to look into the 
accounts of the laſt week? They riſe very high - houſe - 
keeping is chargeable in a houſe that is haunted, 


| LADY. 1 

How comes that to paſs? I hope the drum neither 

eats nor drinks? But read your account, Vellum. 
VELLUM. ; 

| [putting on and off his ſpeAacles in this Scene) A hogſhead 
and a half of ale——it1s not for the ghoſt's drinking 
— gut your Ho--nour's ſervants ſay they muſt have 
ſomething to keep up their courage againſt this ſtrange 
noiſe. They tell me they expect a double quantity of 
malt in their ſmall beer, long as the houſe continues 
in this condition. 2 5 | 


24 D 7 
At this rate they'll take care to be frighten'd all the 
year round, Pl} anfwer for em. But go on. 
| VELLUM. . 
Item, Two ſheep, and a—Where is the ox? —Oh, 
here I have him——and an ox——your Ho--nour muſt 
always have a piece of cold beef in the houſe. for the 
Entertainment of ſo many ſtrangers, who come m_— 
SA | 411 


: . 


„ 
— 2 


MNT 
” 
. 
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all parts to hear this drum. em, Bread, ten peck- 
laaves—— They cannot eat beef without bread 


Item, Three barrels of table-beer—— They muſt drink 
with their meat. 7 | 


- 


| ic vic elit eas 
Bure no woman in England has a ſteward that makes 
fach ingenious comments on his works. [Abs. 
FYELLUM. | 


* 


Tien, To Mr. Tinfel's ſervants five bottles of port wine 
——1t was by Jour Ho--nour's order tem, Three 
or | | 


dottles of ſack for the uſe of Mrs. Abigal. 
LADY. | 
I ſuppoſe that was by your own order. 
e E LLU M. 


We have been long friends, we are your Ho--nour's 
ancient ſervants ; ſack is an innocent cordial, and gives 
her ſpirit to chide the ſervants, when they are tardy 
in their bus'neſs; he, he, he, pardon me for being 
Jocular, 5 1 | 1 | 
| LADY. 9 5 

Well, I fee you'll come together at laſt. | 
; FYELLUM. | 

Item, A dozen pound of watch-lights for the uſe of 
the ſervants. | eee 

LADY. 

For the uſe of the ſervants! What, are the ropues 
afraid of ſleeping in the dark? What an unfortunate 
woman am I! This is ſuch a particular diſtreſs, it puts 
me to my wits end. Vellum, What would you adviſe 
me to do? * TE 

Madam, your Ho--nour has two points to conſider. 
 Ymprimis, To retrench theſe extravagant expences, which 
ſo many ftrangers bring upon you————Seeondly, To 
clear the boaſe of this inviſible Drummer. f 

* 
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a eg eng n nr. 
This learned diviſion leaves me juſt as wiſe as I wat, 
But how muſt we bring theſe two e to bear A 
© ff & Fa Mong | 

[ beſeech your Ho--nour to give me the hearing. 
| wes 3 4 > ng. = 

* ho. But pr 'ythee take pity on me, and be not. 
tedious. 

VE L LU M. N 

41 will de conciſe. There is a certain perſon arriv'd 
this morning, an aged man of a venerable aſpect, and 
of a long hoary beard, that reacheth down to his girdle, 
The common people call him a wizard, a'white witch, 

a conjurer, a Cunning man, a necromancer, a — 

LADY. | 
No matter for his titles. But what of all this ? 
v__ AP £ 

. Give me the hearing, good my Lady, He a 
to great ſkill in the occult ſciences, and 1s come hither 
upon the rumour of this Drum. If one may believe 
| him, he knows the ſecret of laying ghoſts, or of . 8 
ing houſes that are haunted. | 

LADY. 

Pho, theſe are idle ſtories to amuſe the — youre, 
this can do us no good. 


FELL UM. 

It can do us no harm, my Lady. 

| LADY. 

dare ſay thou Go not wing n ls any thing i in 
it thyſelf. 

VELLITU N. 

I cannot ſay, I do; there is no danger however in 
the experiment. Let him try his ſkill; if it ſhould 
ſucceed, we are rid of the Drum; if it ſhould not, 
we may tell the world that it has, and by that 

means at feaſt get out of this expenſive way of living ; 
| | 10 
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ſo that it mak turn to * n one 8 or 
another. | 

| iS A D 7. In 

I think you argue very rightly. But les 4 is the 

man? 1 would fain ſee him. He muſt be a curĩoſity. 

; "FEE CNW. 
I have already diſcours'd him, and he is to be with 


me, in my office, half an hour hence. He aſks nothing 
for bis . till he has done his work; — no . no 
lz 1 E N | 

L A D # | 


That ede I muſt "PF would make one 
believe there is more in his art than one would imagine. 
Toys, Ap. go and fetch him hither immedigtely. 


0 7 
I am gone. He ſhall be forth- -coming forthwith. 
or 06 97-34 32. 4917 82% | . ne. 


Fuer BUTLER, COACH MA N, an 
| 9 GARDENER. PE 


BUTLER. 
| Rare news, my lads, rare news! 

S GARDEN ER. | 5 
N oo the matter? n thou got _y more, a for 
: MUG 25 'B U 7 2 E R. 
de, "ris better than that. 

3 COACHMAN. 121 

Ts there another ſtranger come to the houſe ? 

ERR” > "a 67 Te 7 / | 4. 

Ay, ſuch, a ſtranger as will make all our lives eaſy. n 

GARDENER. 4 
. et! ia be Aa 5 6 a 
e 1247 ere | 
A Lord! no, nothing like it.— He's a 105 orer. 


3  COACH- 
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COSCHMAN.\ 


£m. 


A Conjurer! what, is he come a wooing to wy 
PE: 


ou. 


Ap marry, that s good news indeed ; yy ag where is che? 


* 
'# © 


No, no, you fool, he's come on paroſ 0 ur u- 


BUTLER. 


COACHMAN.. 


"BUTLTR. 


He 8 lock d vp with the Steward in his office; "the 
are laying their heads together very cloſe. 1 ney, they 
We 1 a figure. 


GARDENER: 


Pr yihee, Jobn, what ſort of a Fregtare 0 1 Conjurer 


BUSTER. 


_ Why, ho s made much as other men are, if it was nat 
for his long gray beard. 


FT... 


7 7 


C OACHT MA N. 


N64 


Look ye, Suni it ſtands with reaſon, that 2 Coojeret 
ſhould have a long gray beard for did ye ever know 
A witch that was not an old woman? 


G AR DE VE R. 


— 


Why! I remethber 4 conjurer once at a fair that to 
my thinking was a very ſmock-fac'd man, and yet 


ſpew'd out fifty yards of green ferret. 


I fancy, Tohny 


it thou'dſt get him jato-the pantry and give him a cup 


of ale, he'd ſhew us a 


few tricks. Doſt think we could. 


not perſuade him to ſwallow one of thy caſe-knives for 
Hts diverſion ? bell certainly bring it up again. a 


*"FUTL.ERF. 


Peter, thou art ſuch a wiſeacre? thou doſt not know 
the difference between a Conjurer and a Jugler. 


man muſt be a _wery 
beard is at Jeaft half a yard long, 


great maſter of his trade. 


This 
His 


he's dreſsd in a 


ſtrange dark cloke, as black as axanl. Your _—_— 
always goes in e ; 


w_ 4 
* 
- 


* 
| 


CAR- 
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G AR DE. V R. 
Is lea gentleman ? had he a ſword by: bis gde? 
” BUTLER. 
„Nos no, Mean grave a man for That, Aa confuder is 
SEE ITN long white Wand in 


his hand. 
* ou may r oa deal of virtue in hat 
wand — ] fancy *tis made out of witch- elm. 
; EXARNENDR.. 
E I. warrant you zifetke ghoſt appears, be'll (whiſk ye 
that wand before his Pay and ſtrike you the drumftick 
out of his hand. 
"No; ein Jake ye, is to e Suche. and 3f 
he once gets the ghot i in a circle, then he has him 
let bim. get out again if he can. A circle, 8 moſt 
know, is a conjurer's trap. 
| CO 4 CH MAN. | 
Bot what will he do with him when he has bim chere; 
. ED | 
Why y then he Il. overpomer bi m · with chĩs levnigx. 
GARDENER. 

- If he once compaſs him, and get him in lob's Pounds 
he'll make nothing of him, but ſpeak a few hard words 
to him, and perhaps bind him vver to his S behavi- 
our for a thouſand years. 

CO #ACHMAN. ; 

Ay, ay, he'll ſend him packing to his grave again 
with a flea in his ear, I warrant him. 


BUTLER. 


No, no, I would adviſe Madam to ſpare no coſt. If 
the conjurer be but well paid, he'll take pains upon the 
ghoſt, and lay him, look ye, in the red-ſea—and then 
he's laid for ever. 


Vor. II. 5 c oο 


” 


5 e e eee iO” 
* COA HNA N. 


N 3 

; # Ay, marry, that would ſpoil his drum for him. 
El | , | GARDEMNE R. 

1 d | Why John, there muſt be a power of ſpirits ãn that 


| aſa red · ſea I warrant ye they are as plenty as fiſh.” BE 
2 | „ » 
A . Well, I wiſh after all that ho may not be too <4 


„ or the r A n. he'll W Aa te bit of 
1 Wor k On t. . ; "| 


8 


CARDENER 


I ith the ſpirit may not carry a corner of the us 
off with him. l £77. 3 
BUTLER. 60-06 As 1460 
* for that, Peter, you may be ſure that the teward 

| has made his bargain with the cunning-man beforeband, 
that he ſhall ſtand to all coſts and damages—but hark! 


vonder's Mrs. Abigal, we ſhall have Fer, wall. us imme- 
diately, if we do not get off. Hes Gt ; 
GARDEN, E R. 


Ay lads! if we could get Mrs. 4bigal well laid too 
we ſhould lead merry lives. 


For to a man like me that D Hour * bold, 
4 we ts not wr P as _—_ | 


S 


oy 
4 


- & - * ” 
Py 6 3 * 2 
F . 
; . 
* 


"| 


er m $C E NE I. 


SCENE. opens, and e Sir Gene in 


Vellum s | Office. 


F Wonder 1 don't hear of Vellum Set: But I know 
his'wiſdom will do nothing raſhly. The fellow has 


— ſo uſed to form in buſineſs, that it has infected his 
whole converſation. _ But I muſt not find fault with that 
punctual and exact behaviour, which has been of ſo 
me * to me; my eſtate is the better 221 it. 


— 


3 VSI UM. 4 


Well, Vellum, I am impatient to hear your ſucceſs, 
FEEL. OU-M:; 
Firſt, let me lock the door. 


Sir G GEORGE. 


2 will your Lady admit me? 


V E L IL U M. 


If this lock is not mended ſobn, it will be quite ſpoiled. 


Sir G E OR GE. 


Pr 71 let the lock alone at preſent, and anſwer.me, 


E L LU M. wn 
Delays i in buſineſs are dangerous I muſt fend for the 


{ſmith next week—and in the mean time will take 4 
minute of it. | | 


Sir GEORG . 
What ſays your Lady? 


L 2 Ph EL. 


- met with Abigal ?P 


22d The Duunur R: Of, 


VELLU MM. 
0 mending My 
Lady, id you {+ 8 
Dies ſhe admit me 1 4 
2 5 E L L U M. 
T have gained admiſſion for you as a conjurer. 
Sir GEORGE. 
That's enough! I'Il-gain admiſſion for myſelf as a 


buſband. Does ſhe believe there is any thing in my * 


— e 
u hard to know what a woman believes. 
Sir G E OR GE. 
Dia the aſk no queſtions about me ? 
„ | 
Sundry— ſhe deſires to talk with * herſelf, ; before 
you enter upon your buſineſs. 
Sir G E OR G z. 


|  FELLUM. 
Immediately, This inſlant. 


Sir G E OR GF. 
Pugh. What halt thou been doing all this while! Why 
didſt not tell me ſo? give me my 3 you yet 


FJ ELL U 8 
I have not yet had an opportunity of talking with her. 


But when ?- 


Bur we have irterchanged ſome languiſhing glances. 


Sir GEORGE. - 
Let thee alone for that, Yellam,'I have formerly ſeen 


«thee ogle her through thy ſpectacles. Well! this is a 


moſt venerable cloke, after the buſineſs of this day is 
over, ll make thee a preſent of it. Twill become 


thee mightily. 
"FEEL EUM 
He, he, he! would you make a conjurer 'of your 


Sir \ 


Reward ? 


* 


„ 


- *. 3 . 
N 5 


rr e . 4 
1 > N 3 * 4 
n 6 a * 3 * a 
1 2 Ii be Pry n * 
r 
of OF IE. ah 5 "0; * , . : 
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Sir G E 0 NO., 
y Pr'ythee don't be jocular, I'm in haſte. Help ne on 
with my beard. i 

VEB LL VU M. 
And what will your ho- nour do with your caſt beard > 
Sir G E OR GE. 

Why, faith, thy gravity, wants only ſuch a, cn 
t; if thou would'ſt wear it with the cloke; thou would'ſt 


3 make a moſt compleat heathen philoſopher. But where's 
3 my wand x T2 
3 EER | 5 
* A fige taper ſtick! it is well choſen, I will keep 
8 this till you are ſheriff of the county. It 1s not my 
cuſtom. to let any thing to be loſt. 5 6 
Sir GEORGE. | 
Come, Vellum, lead the way. You muſt introduce me 
re to your Lady. Thou'rt the fitteſt fellow. 1 in the world 
to be a maſter of the RNA to a ag rnd - 


Enter ABIGAL er * the Pages Pingu, 


Jollowing. | > 
hy 71 E E. 5 
et Naby, Naly, whither ſo faſt, child ! 
£ — . call the 
Keep your hands to yourſelf, I'm going to 
as fieward to my Lady. 
| N 8E L. N 5 
5 What ? goodman Twwofbldt I met him oldies with 
* a ſtrange. old fellow — — J ſappoſe he belo 
Sou the family too. He looks very. antique. He mu 
95 ſome of the furniture of this old manſion-houſe. 
444% 

What does the man mean * don't think to palm ms 
ur » you do my nh SS SF HH 
"I l- 
ir | 


Wd mw _ > un 3 * 3 r 7 —— * W 
Ry * TIA | bo bp te 4 — — 1 


"IF: 1 — — r — ume % 


. wk. Ft an 
36 2 — 
; : : ur 

ung n e * — . 
= = NE Fo CREE N R Side J ai 2 _ —— 
ub © Ro A Re, 8 * n wes 4 * 2 . 
x - 4 . ** : . ak a D 

L — 


— — 


— — —— * — — — Arey ich — 
* oC ws a 
7 s 


| . will oF off my Lady, if 1 don't take care. 
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C17 NS FL, 


Pr'ythee, Nad, tell me one * ; what's the reafon 
thou art my enemy ? 


ABIGAL. b 
Marry, becauſe I'm a friend to my Lady. 
"TI NFS + 


Doſt thou ſee any thing about me thou doſt not like? 
Come RE: huſſy, give me a kiſs: don't be i- natured. 


ABICAL.: | 
Sir, I know how to be civil, Kats her. ] ——this 


4. 
. Mig 
Thy lips are as foft as velvet, Abigal, I muſt get thee 


a huſband. 
43164. | | 
Ay, now you don't ſpeak idly, I can talk to you. 
1" "QT THNS E E. ü 
1 have one in my eye for thee, Doſt thou love a 


young luſty ſon of a whore?  * 
” + 7 © jo 7 
| Laud, how you talk! 
| TAN. 
This 4 is a thundering deg. 1 
0 4164. 
What is he? | 
72 72. 


A Private gendleman. 


15 e of 


: . where does he live? _ * 


In the e e he has one fault 1 41 
tell thee of. If thou canſt bear with that he 5 2 man 


| for thy purpoſe. t 


43170 41. e 
Pray, Mr. Tin/e!, what may that be? 
| 2 ye, . ＋ IN. 


fon 


- 


: TINSE L. | 
ne. but five and twenty years old. 
431646 T1. | 
"Tis no matter os his age, if he has been well oma 
cated. 
TINS E fa: 


make a paſs, and ſwear with: ſuch a grace, as ene | 
make thy heart leap to bear him | 11 


ABTIGAL. 
Half theſe accompliſhments will * ane in "uy 1 
an f eſtate—Pray what has he 7 f 
TINSE 2 a 
Not a farthing: . „ 
2 | A B 7 G 4 | 4 
13 bim, what do I give him the hearing for le. 
T INS IL. 
But as for that” uld make it up to him. 
| 4 31 64 * 1 
How? 8 - v1.54 «tf G a 


to put this. are N Nis am ann ot, into». 
| * . H HON on 15 


1 Depend upon.it, Naß, I' — mp promiſe.” 


— wa S „ . ITO 


2 * 
r 
F ; : 
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No man FER child; he'll tie W wy a dns: 


"= &% 


7 I N $ E Te 4 oy 
Why, look ye, child, as ſoon as 1 have married iſ : 
Lady, I deſign to diſcard this old prig of a ſteward, and 


This fellow's a n live. no more to r tor | 
him.—[ Aide. 1— Hark! my Lady's pry th ths 


. 1, + BF TAHDBA 6% KY on 
Ay, and ad will I too - to your coſt, - Allr. 
ben Abigal. 
F IVS EL. 
"M dear is IE fi with a id b 1 mall, 
A houſe of A * * ma wm 
L4 bas Euter 


bout . A 
F 7 8 
7 


wth : N Fr ads) Tf 
* IS | . Yr "BH 4 


6 0 A 
. — E es 
„ , may 1 


— 


our manner. 14 
Ch Hut fee! + nk he the doctor. 


224 e DAUER: O 


LADY 


Ob, Mr. . I am glad to meet you here. Lam 
going to give you an enteftainment, that won't be diſ- 
reer to a· man of wit and pleaſure of the town 

here may be ſomething diverting in a converſation: be- 
tween a conjurer and this conceited aſs, | Alu. 


TF NSE. 
She loves me td diſtraction, I ſee that; [Hide F. | 
Pr ythee, widow, explain thyſelf. | V 
w TFT 3 4 
You muſt know here is a ſtrange ſort of a man come 
to town, who undertakes to free the houſe from this 
_ diſturbance,” | The fleward believes him a-conjurer, | 2 


TINSEE. 
Ay; thy fieward-1s a derp one! 
„„ 
He's to be here immediately. It is indeed an odd 


n | 
os I 7 4 "A ATINEL 


Ob I watt you: ke has ſfudied the Blaek r 
Ha, ha, ha! Is he not an Oxford ſeholar ? . Wide, 
thy houſe is the moſt extraordinarily inhabited e any . 


widow's this day in chriſftendori—— I think thy four 


chief domeſtics. are — a 3 Hbizal — 4 fuperan- 

nuated ſteward th 2 ghoſt — and a/conurer. 
L A D Y. | [mimicking Tinſel.] | 

Andi you would have if inhabited by x fifth, n - 


more extraordinary perſon than any of all theſe four, | 


2 TNS E. | 
W EY a woman loves you, when ſhe imitates 
9 338 very Os * 


1 * 1 IT 7 
0 1 


1 i 
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Enter v Orono 


* 


bis tonurer's habit. * 4 


e 2 2 E U NM. — 
4 ea this proſound perſon to your Lad ibis, 
ans (hen leave him with you——Sir, this is her. ho-»nour. 


I. Se 6 AGE. ' 

ak hana it well. 1 591 [Exit Vellum. | 

[ Afide, walking in a * poſture.]- 'That dear wo- 
man : the ſight of her unmans me. I could weep for 
tenderneſs, did nat I, at the fame time, feel an indigna- 
tion riſe in me, to ſee that wretch with her: And yet L 
cannot but ſmile to ſee ber in the Sad of her firſk 
and ſecond byſband at the ſame time. ; 


LADS 


Mr. Tin/el, do you ſpeak to him, 105 are uſed to hho! 


company of mene of learning. 
＋ ZVS. 

Old gentleman, thoy doſt not look like an. toksbitant 
of this werld ; I ſuppoſe thou art lately come down from 
the ſtars. Pray what news is ftirfing in the Zodiac 23 

Sir GE 0 R G F. 

News that ought to AL the heart. of a. coward 
tremble. Mar is now entering into the fir houſe, and 
will ſhortly * in all his domal | dignities.—= 

TINSEL. 

- Mord? pr'ythee, father gray-beard, explain thyſelf. 

Sir G E OR GF. 

The entrance of Mars into his houſe, portends the en- 

trance of a maſter into this family — and that ſoon. 
FINSE L. 

Dye hear that, widow ?' The ſtars hav cut me out 
© thy huſband. This houſe is to have a maſter, and 
that foon—— Hark thee; old Gadbury, is not 888 very 

ke a * FOR called Tow ataxia 


$4. ot r L 5. 1 . | Th Sir 


2 - : _ * % — 1 
24 ern Gr r A R 
n ws. — 3 — 2 — 


23. = © &-$ Sir G E O XR G: E, 12 * 36-5 


3 cir 
J Fes Sir GEORGE. 


- "ences ma 


S 
=, 
* 


W £ . 
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Not ſo much as Venus is like this Lady. 
| TINSEL. 
A word in your ear, Doctor; theſe two planets will 
| be i in conjunction by and by; I can tell you that. 
Sir GEORGE. [Ade, walking difturbed:} 
* Curſe on this impertinent fop! F ſhall ſcarce forbear 


| difcorering myſelf— Madam, I am told that your houſe 


1s viſited with ſtrange noiſes. 3 


POT TEEN 
"And I am told that you can quiet "OR: I muſt con- 


| * I had a curioſity to ſee the petſon I had heard fo 


much of; and, indeed, your aſpect ſhows that you have 
had much experience in the world, You muſt be a very 
aged'y man. 5 

tbe "Si & E 0 K G E. eg 

My aſpeA deci you3 3, what do 700 think is wy 
* age? 7” NAT 
TINSEL. SEHIALY ICY: 3 

1 mould gueſt thee within three years of Mel. 

pr Ae tell me, waſt, not thou born before the _ ? 


„ 


13, gs" ha! If there be truth in man, I was di five 
and thirty laſt Aeg. O! the ſtudy of the occult ſci- 
akes a a man's beard grow _— gue er would 
imagine. 44 FÞ8 ; OO FEY 
pea 14 bu. cs 
What an eſtape you have had. Mr. ral chat you 


were not bred a ſcholar! . 7 | 7 10? 


Wich of 11 RI HE Bet e 


"Ba ſo I faney, doctor, thou think'ſ me an.illiteras 
* Fellow, becauſe I ä ſmooth chin? : 


x 3 Sir 


3 


„* => ag IP nr of n N © 


we A : n 
EE 1 — _ OY 1 
1 5 


; N wt $ 
424 a Ee 
aa" CN 


Is HOY. — mn r „ — — — 
1 — ago yr 
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- OO USES 
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Py 


Sir GEORGE. 
Hark ye, Sir, a word in your ear. Von are a 
comb. by all the rules of phyſiognomy but let that 4 


a ſecret between you and me. [Aſide to Tinſel. 
r 
"Pray Mr. Tiz/el, what is it the Doftor mhilpers , ws 
n 


Only a compliment, child, upon two or three of 
2 I does not become — to repꝑat t· any 
I EAD H. 
W Doctor, examine this gentleman's face, and tell! 
me his fortune. 
Sir 0 E OR GE. 
171 may believe the lines of his face, he likes it better 
than I do, or than you do, fair Lad. 
. ＋ I V. S E ZL. + . 
Widow, Tbepe now thou' rt convine'd he? 32 cheat. 
n 
. mp parts believe he's a witch—go . 
Sir G E OR G E. 


N 


is He vill boron love; and that en. "ch = | 


1 99 30 LDL 
PP ythee, Doctor, tell us the woch. Deb eee 
Jive in en 9 x 
WWoten tot Sir 6 FO G E. 11 
«. Tale my ad for it, thou alt never live m. 
Lady Truman” s manſion- houſe. 
F. N NE ZL. 


Pray, old gentleman, haſt thou never been pluck'd. 
by the beard when thou wert ſauey? 
ne I Jermaine ff 'L4-D * 1 22 

Nay, Mr. 7. inſal, you are angry! do de T would: 
war a man that dares not have his fortune told? 


Sir GEORGE. 


Let him be angry—T' matter 'not—heds but ſhort-- - 
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Wn I The DRY wicked Or, 


ins, Conde, Spe oitt; 619 "By be, he; he? this 
w makes me St witlt Kkitghing. [Fortes a latigh. 
N Sir GEORGE. ; 
He will ſoon die of a fright = or of We let me 6 ſeq 
your h6fe e fo Fo 
ö N SEL. 
© You for of # here! PI ru you through the body 
I never yer made the ſun ine through a ese 
r 
Ob, fy, Mr: 77e! you will not kill an eld man? 5 
„ & & of oo 
An old man !. the dog ſays he's but five and es 
An 
Oh, y. Mr. 7776, 1 did not think you could _ 
been fo aſſionate; I hate a paſſionate man. Pat up 
your Word, or I muſt never fee you gain. 
T TNS I. 
Ha, 15 Ba! I was but in jeſt, my dear. T had a 
mind to have made an expefiment upon the Doctor's 
body. I would but have drill'd a little eyelet hole in 
8 and bave ſeen whether he * Art 3 to _ it 
i Sir G E O R O E. ThE N 
n is but ill how before à Lad a & But know 
if ever + theet. thee again, thou ſhalt find this rm Tha. 
wield other 2 beſides this wand. 
Pins FN oh * . 
Well, learned Sir, you we v0 give a proof of your 8 
not of your courage. Or if you will ſhow your courage, 


let it e eee the time the noiſe 
is ee an 


N E . WP | | 
Ke **. e K. ae if 43 40 
4 „ * 5 . 10 | 
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 beſineſs well, 1 exn tell chee by the Hetle (ill I have, 
that thou wilt de toſs'd in-# blanket before ten. Welk 
do our endeavour to ſend thee buck to the Nur agen. 


Sir GEORG F. 


'n go and prepare myſelf. for the Ceremonies =——s 
and Lady, as yon expect they ſhould. ſucceed to your, 
bt treat that fellow with the contempt he deſerves., 


TWO Sen 
| 'T1 NS A 51:95 
a . faucieſ dog I ever talk'd with in my whols 
ife 
LADY. 


Methinks he's a diverting | fellow; one may fr he's 
no . | 
en TIN E. . 
No bool! ay, d thou bel not take him for a 
conj urer. | G T> 7 ü 
11 4 "I 


Troly 1 don't koew — to take im for: Iam re- | 
olv*d to employ him however. When a. ſicknels is 


deſperate, we often try remedies that u we have no great 
bh faith 3 3 


Py 8 ＋ 
* f 1 > 


Nr ABIGAL 5 


„ 
1 the teais ready in the parlour, * d. 

"LADY. | 

Come Mr. Tin/ely we may there talk of this, ſabje& 

mote at lelfure. Eau Lady Aru. 

aa? 43 7 L ola. | 

Sure never any hady had ſuch ſervants as mine ke 3 

| 7 if I get this thouſand pound; 1 hope to have ſome 

| on. Let me ſee, I'll have a pretty gy git 
wy uch as I was ten years ago (I'm afraid I may ſay 

bg ine ſhall dreſs me and | flatter me for "ti bo 

atte 


1 * e r $$» 


Dx 
WW 0 


* 4 * * 
2 4 WIE + 
11 - * 


8 


- - — 
— . £ * 


23 Te 3 o 


glatter d, that pos! my Lady's caſt ſuits will * her. 


aſter I have given them the wearing. Beſides, when. I. 


am worth a thouſand pound, I ſhall certainly carry off. 
the Steward Madam Vallum how prettily that will 


ſound! Here, bring out Madam Vellum's chaiſe—nay, 
Fdo not know but it may be a chariot It will break 
the Attorney's wife's heart=—for I fall take place,of 

every body in the pariſh but my Lady. If Thavea fon, 
he-ſhall be calFd Fanrome. But ſee; Mr. Vellum, as I 


could wiſh, 1 know his Hairy an will do a 0 5 
* gain his heart- | | 


Emer VI lu wid fn 1 | 


15 Ie U . | | 

Ars, Abigal, don't I break in upon you e N 
W n 431 n 

"Ob, no, Mr. Vellum, your viſits are always ſcafonables 

; V ELLUM. 


-1 have brought with me a taſte of freſh 7; which 
Think; is delicious. N 


41 4 l. 2 
Pray ſet it down 1 have a dram-glaſs juſt 8.— 


{ Brings in a rummer. 


I'll pledge you; my Lady's good health. 
e 

— with it—ſweet Mrs. Abigal 
et. 


Pray, good Mr. Vellum, buy -me-a little parcel of this - 
ſucks, and put it under the article of tea -I would not 
have 1 name appear to t. 
| Fan VE L. L UM: 


Mr Abigal, your name ſeldom appears in my bills—- 
and yet. if you will allow me a merry expreſſon 


— 


- 
* 915 
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0 
No 


K ai; nn 4 WAS. Mrs. Abigal. HA. 
wg! © 
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bd | 4110641 
of * ba, hat — Vellum, you are enen Nang 
- YI FIEEBUM n 
* Wy truly, Mrs. 45 475 I have been looking o1 over- 
of my papers and 1 fin you have apache long time my 
n, ge rea 
s I XD gs bn. +þ SI DnB. 21 Jug 11 41 
ot Your debtor bow what, Mr. Fellum 2? „ 
e AEZ Uu 
For m 8 Mrs. 46; gal——and our accounts wilt: 
not be balanced birdbes us, will have e in ex». 
ü change for it. Ha, ha, hal "i 
1. | | A4 be 41. | 
Ha, ha, ba! you: are the moſt” gallant. dun. Ur 
| | Pellum, 
ee wit do 2k * E LIT UN La 
42 | Hine am not us'd to be paid by: wards. only, Me 
Abigal; when will you be out of my debt 
| 464. | 
pa Ob, Mr. mens you melee dn —ar humble . 
44 bebte e gon. 02 © $81 f | 
5k, Nan OY: FELLUM: 
| ." Fat anthems you, Mrs. ABigal, in the country phraſe 
IO lowe 78 ſufficient. Ha, ha, ha! 1 
e eee: | 
Ha, * ha! Well, I muſt own I no « merry man 
; VELELLUM. | 
18 « : * * Eet me ſee, how long is it, Mrs. Abigal, fnce'Dfirſt 
T broke my mind to you——lt was, It inks. Unagcimo 
Gulielmi, we have convers'd together theſe fifteen 
© years and yet, Mrs. Abigal, J muſt drink to our better 
H achvaintance. He, he, he Mrs. Agel, . r 
. am naturally en FE 
3 | „ 7 1 © 123 
5 A, you men love to make ſport Mi us filly creatures. 
5 IT rn 
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23% The NAPIER 2 Org 
. | | 
Mes. Abi gal, © have a. trifle „Which I would 
_—_ make you a preſent of. It is inde * 2 


_ toy. 
ILY 4 31 0 4 * 
von are always 8 obliging. 
FVELLYU M, 

111 is but a little toy ſcarce worth your acceptance. 

0D A6 #4: -:: 

Pray 5 not kee me in laren; what 3 is 1 8 N. 
N,, l 7 
* 5 FE i L 1 N 0 

A flver thimble, 60 i ee ee 

4316 A ” 6 | 
3 always ſaid, Mr. lh e eee 
FELLUM. * 

But T muſt put it on myſelf, Mrs. Abigal— "OR 

the prettieſt Kr auger —1 muſt take the doth "at 


ſalute t. 
; 411 41. 
_ Oh fy} you make me aſbam'd, Mr. Fellum; how can 
you do ſo? I 9 I am in r a confuſion —— | 


We > [4frign'd Sat“ 


Thie bad js net * laber of idleveſs; it beat the 
honourable ſcars of the pew + Mg — oy are you ſo 


eng werf your nails? bes E 
4316 g 5 
"Ob, 1 ww you pref it ſo hard! Pray give wy my 
g. mY 
| „E LL U N | 


This: Wals wah Mrs, 46igat, has 2 pretty neigh- 
Tn 2 1 ting would ene! 15 aan 
e, he, he | 


. = 
falle voor jokes. Ay, but where muſt I 
VEE. 


37 op 


o its ian 2 eee 4 3 Cas * 


3 — n | 


The Haunts Hauer. 238: 


" _VFALLUM 


1 deſign this thimble only as the. forerunner of it, 
they will ſet off each other, and are indeed a two- 
fold emblem. The firft will put you in mind of being 
2 good houfewife, and the other of Deny a good wife. 


Ha, ha, ha! 
431 A hm 
Yes, yes, 1 ſee you laugh at me. 
A © L. IL. U . e 
Indeed len ſerious. 
4316 KL. ' 
1 ctiought vou had quite forſiken me I am fs 


you cannot forget the many repeated vows and promiſes. 
you formerly made me. ; 


FELLUM. : 
1 ſhould as foon forget the. multiplication table, San 3 
„ 
| Thane 8 your! part before my Lady. 
| VE FL OM; 
You have ſo, and Ehave Ten A it in- "ny _ 
Gs BF a i 
Por I have always look d upon porter hne. 66 wy 


own. 
| 11: EEBE UA | 
" \&e i nothing bay you rocky can hinder chew how: 


being ſo. 
"4 BAD db 
I muſt ſtrike while the inan's hot, a wa 
Mr. Vellum, there i is v0 refuſing you, % * ſuch a 


bewitching tongue : 
"""FS#LLUM-. * 
How ? ſpeak that again? 1 
| G7 8 STO 24- WET og 


; wy an pl Beg, e e 


Ty . \ P - 
_ * * 5 4 8 — 8 4 4 — — 
„ „„ — A A  . — Sx * . * p Boa. . n N 
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a 5 wb < 2 * - 1 
. A ⁵˙ N TIT "2. HNEOEIN MEN R 88 7 . 4. 
3 r * nnn > | — 
. * _ 4 . . 
— . A 


the eſtate, before ſhe has an heir to it—— Pr "OA my 


e we are now as good as man and wift I meat 


— 
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8 4316041. 8 
1 muſt own my paſſion for you. 1 ; (lt ns 


VELLUM. . 
Irm tranſported. Mr [Catches ber in bis om 
4BIGAL "Talbots. pt 


Dear charming man! 


FEEGOU M1 Fri 
Thou ſum total of all my happineſs! I ſhall pe ex- 
travagant! I can't forbear !—to drink thy virtuous in- 
clinations in a bumper of ſack. Your Lady muſt make 
haſte, my duck, or we ſhall provide a young ſteward to 


dear, does ſhe intend to marry Mr. Tin/el ? 
A4RIGAL. © 

Marry him! my Love, no, no! we muſt take care of 
that! Were would be no ſtaying in the houſe for us if 
ſhe did. That young rake-hell would ſend all the old 
ſervants a grazing. You and I ſhould be diſearded * 


„ 


fore the honey - moon was at end. 


u R | 
Prthee, ſweet one, does not this drum pu ths 


| thoughts of marriage out of her head : 


ABIGAL. 
This drum, my dear, if it be well -==1> py will bo 
uo leſs. than a thouſand pound in our way. 
| VELLUM. | 
Ax, ſay ſt thog W | 
4BIGAE. 1 


almoſt as good as man and wife 1 "oy to ms 


nothing from you. 


T EIEU M. 


Certainly, my dove, not from th yoke, thy: 
help-mate, thy own fleſh and blood . $37 


1411041. | 
r. Tinſel's laugh, my. Lady A he oo 
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The HavnTer-Housz. #235 
a coming this way; if you will. take a turn without, I'II 
tell "ou the whole contrivan eee. 

SY : FF w- 7 

5 -Give me your hand, chicken, . 

5 | . | 
Here, take it, you. have my heart already. 
ESC & & M -. \ 
| We ſhall have much iſſue. [Exrants 
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We DRuuNA RR: On, 


ee e 


Enter VE I IL u M and BuT IL E Re 


YELLUM 


7: O HN, 1 have certain orders to give e e and 


therefore be attentive. 
BUTLER. 
Attentive! ay, let me. alone for that, — I 8 


he means being ſober. | [ A/ide. 


VELLUM. W 1 
You know I have 2 mended to you a 


method in your buſineſs; I would have your knives 


and forks, your ſpoons ang. — kins, our plate and 
glaſſes, wid in a — : l . 
BUTLER. | 
Ah, Mr. Vellum, you are ſuch a ſweet-ſpoken man, 
it does one's heart good to receive your orders, 
FJELLUM. 
Method, Jobn, makes bulineſs eaſy, it banithes all 
perplexity and confufion out of famili leg. 
BUTLER. 
How he talks! I could hear him all day. 


VELLUM. 


And now, FJohz, let me know whether your table- 
linen, your fide-board, your cellar, and every thing elſe | 


within bard for proy 


, are properly and hotel 
for an E x * 


ment this — 


4 = 


? 
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_ BUTLER. 
Mader uns, they ſhall be fesdyiat' a quarter of an 


hour's warning. But pray, Sir, is ab entertainment 


0 be were for the Conjurer? 
VEL iL UA. . 
Ie; is, Goh, for the nne and yet it — er 
the Conj urer. 
B U 7 ＋ E R. 


5 Why, look you, | Maſter Vellum, ir it it is for the con- 
Jorer, the cook. maid ſhould have orders to get him ſome 
diſhes to his palate. Perhaps he may ike a little 

brimſtone i in his ſauer. 3 


TELLUM _ 
This Conjurer, Jobn, is a complicated CG > 


amphibious animal, a perſon of a twofold nature 


but he eats and drinks ke other men. 
N N 


Marry. Matter Veh, be moulck eat audchink N 


| 48 two other men, by the account you, give im. 


5 Une n 
i conceit 15 not amiſs; be is indeed a — man 3 
BU TXL. E R. Vw, mo 


Ha! ! 1 underſtand you, he's one of your hermapheo- 
vYites, as they call m. 


„ EZALL U 11. 


He is married, and he is not married be lack. a. 
beard, and he hath a0 'beard. He is old and * 


young. i 
Wh... UTLE R. 
"How adarnvegly he talks! I fancy, Maſter dns, 
you could make a -riddle. The ſame man old and 
young ? how do you make Pay: 4 Maſter Yellum ? 


Thou haſt heard of a facies caſtinj ab l. | is. kin, 
9 his youth. Such is this 95 Peron. 
4 9 


a, Rr 


as The DRUMM#E A: Or, 5 


| S 
Nay. no wonder a Conjurer ſhould be like; a ſerpent. 
+: +1445 £, #4 IRC: 
When he has thrown aſide the old Conjurer's tough 
that hangs about him, he'Il come out as fine a young 
gentleman. as ever was ſeen in this houſe, 
| „ 
D he intend to ſup in his dough ? ? 


| | VELL By * 
- That time will ſhow.” 5 
& BUTL 7 R. 
Well, I have not a head for theſe things. Indeed, 
Mr. Fallum, I have not underſtood © one word you have 
mid this half hour. 
0 VELLUM. | 
I did not intend thou ſhouldſt.— but to our 88 
let there be a table ſpread in the great hall. Let your 
Pots and glaſſes be waſh'd, and in readineſs. Bid the 
cook 02145 a plentiful ſupper, and ſee that all * | 
HON be in their beſt liveries. 
| BUTLER. 
Ay! now I underſtand every word you ſay. But 1 
would rather hear you talk a little in that t 'other wy 
; FS EL UM-- 
I ſhall explain to thee what I have ſaid by 2 AY 
bid Suſan lay two pillows upon your Lady's bed. 
ehe 
Two pillows! Madam won't  fleep upon em both? 
ſhe is not a double woman too: > 
FELLUM. 
She will Ahoy upon neither, But hark, Mrs. Abigat, 
3 think 1 hear her chiding the 8 1 
5 BUTLER. | 
Then I'll away, or it will be my turn next; Mb. I 
am ſure, ſpeaky plain Engliſh, one may eafily underſtand. 


every word ſhe Tay [Exit Butler. 
| VE L- 


* 


— 
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V ö u M ſolus. : 


VELLUM. 


Servants are good for nothing, unleſs they have an 
opinion of the perſon's underſtanding who has the di- 
rection of them but ſee Mrs. Abigal/ ſhe has a 
| © mary ke countenance, I wiſh I may IG be tempted 


to marry her in good earneſt, 
Enter A B 1 GA L. 
HFS HEFE 
7 ELLU . 
What brings my ſweet one hither? ? 5 : 
416 AL. 


| 4 am coming to ſpeak to my friend behind the wain- 
ſeot. It is fit, child, he ſhould have an account of this 
Conjurer, that he may not be ſurpris'd. | 


FREE SE Eo | 
That would be as much as thy thouſand pound bo 


worth. 
4 Te 41. 
PU! ſpank. low-—vwalls have ears. 
| | [Pointing at the wwainſcer. 
. FELLIUM. 


But hark you, Ducklin! be ſure you do not tell him 
| that I am let into the ſecret. 


4 314. 


That's a good one indeed! as if I ſhould ever "tell 
what paſſes between you and me. 


VELL UM. 


No, no, my child, that muſt not * be, he, he! that 
muſt not be; ; he, he, ey” 


** 


2 43 L 


2 1. Da uν] EN: 0% 
een 
You will 18 be waggiſh. 
VII. 
_ ite angle ae har che coſa of pair orte. 
. BIG AA. | 
n yvu leave one —_— Tal wink it an i 


Howe 
e ILſee ou gin. 
7 ELTLU . 
Adieu, my pretty one. ö | 
- WBC AT. 


| | Adieu, ſweet Mr. . | 
5 FELLUM. . 
My pretty one. — _ bei gin * 
13 1 G 4 . 
Dear Mr. Vellum! A 
| FELL Ve. 


"1 My pronytoue! l 7 {lad A. 
A 1 A 15 „ . 


5 e him —os can hank t this thouſand d. 
* hay | bn me hoy ork raps with vent. X 
behind the Wainſcot. 4 
| . 11 
\Ha-!. three. raps 'the Drum ! the Tgnal Mr. 
| Fantomt and I agreed upon, when he had a mind to 
ſpeak with me. 8 antome raps again. 


41 5 1 4 L. 
Very well, I 112 you ; come fox, come out of your 
Saane opens and F ANTOME camei t. 5 
„ ü 
'You- may. leav$:your W en, till you 
have occaion for it, 5 5 x 


* 


Fl 
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FANTOME. 
Well, Mrs. Abigal, I want to hear whatis a doing i in 
the world, 
" LIT EW 4. | 
You are a very „ inquiſitive: ſpirit, ButI muſt tell 
you, if you do not take care e of yourſelf, you will be | 
laid this evening. 1 | 
FANTOME. 1 
I have overheard ſomething of that matter. But let 
me alone for the Doctor Pl engage to 0 a good 
account of him. I am more in pain a inſel. 
When a Lady's in the caſe, I'm more afraid of one 
Fop than twenty Conjurers. . 


Fs AB I G A L. 2 
'To tell you truly, he preſſes his attacks with ſo much 
impudence, that he has mae more progreſs wit! my, 
Lady 1 in two days, than you did in two months. 
T 
I ſhall attack her in another manner, if thou canſt 547 
procure me another interview. There's nothing makes 
a lover ſo keen, as being kept up in the dark. 
| V 
Pray no more of your diſtant bows, your reſpektrul 
compliments — Really, Mr. Fantome, 62 0 re oy fit to 
make love acroſs a tea-table. 
| FANTOM F. | 
My dear Girl! I can't forbear bugging thee for thy | 


good advice. 


 ABIGCATL. 
Ay, now | have ſome hopes of you; bos why don't 
you do ſo to my Lady? 7 
15 FANTOME. . 1 
Child, I always thought your Lady lov'd to be 
treated with reſſ pect. 
| ABIG AT. 


Believe me, Mr. Fastome, there is not ſo great a 
Wo r. II. M difference 


242 ä The D R UMMER: F.1 Or, 


difference between woman and woman as you imagine, 
| You ſee Tinſel has nothing but his ſaucineſs to 'Tecom- 
mend him. Foy 9 
FANTOM g. 
DTinſel is too great a coxcomb to be capable of love 
And let me tell thee, Abigal, a man who is ſincere in 
his paſſion, makes but a very ankiward: pans of it 
T but I'll mend my manners. 
ABIG 4 4. | | 
Ay; or you'll never gain a widbw come, I muſt 
tutor you a little; ſuppoſe me to be my Lady, and let 
me ſee how you'll behave yourſelf. 
F 4 NTOM Z. * 
Pm afraid, child, we han't time for ſuch a piece of 
N ; * i 5 1 | 
ABIGUL. NNW 
Oh, it will be quickly over, if you: 220 your part 
well. 
| | FANTOME. 
© Why then, dear Mrs. Ab— 1 mean my Lady 7; ruman. 
4 N 16:4: 1 
1 0 but you han't ſaluted me. 


G uo NY GM R$: | 
| That's right: Faith, I forgot that circumſtance, 
at Yes ber.] Nectar and Ambroſia ! 


EMMA . 
That very well — 

FF AN. TT 
How long muſt I be condemn'd-'to languiſh when 


2 ſhall my ſufferings have an end! my life! my happt- 
_ my all is ene up in you.—— 
75 1 0 LEGS. 
Well oy; on? t you ſqueeze my hand Þ: 
FANTO M K. 
| N thus? | n 


N „ 8 ; _ 
1 A+: > . * 1 * 83 
n * 
: Fs 8 8 2 8 
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8 A B 1 9 . 

; Thus? Ay—now throw your arm about my middle; 
1 8 hug me cloſer.—You are not afraid of hurting me!] now 
pour forth a volley of rapture and nonſenſe, till you are 
out of breath, 4 | | 


; x. F ANT O ME. 
: Tranſport and ecſtaſy! where am I! my life! my 
bliſs ! ——1 rage, I burn, I bleed, I die! | [ 
„„ 431 GAE. 
˖ "G0 Oy} oe: 00 PS 0 PI 
; N INNO 


Flames and darts bear me to the gloomy ſhade, 
| rocks and grottoes— flowers, Zephyrs, and purling 
f ſtreams. : TE 
me 7.8 | 
5 Oh! Mr. Fantome, you have a tongue would undo 
' a veſtal ! you were born for the ruin of our ſex. 

So, FANTOME, | 

This will do then, Abigal? 

. 46. 5 
Ay, this is talking like a lover. Though I only re- 
preſent my Lady, I take a pleaſure in hearing you. 
Well, o' my conſcience when a man of ſenſe has a little 
k daſh of the coxcomb in him, no woman can reſiſt him. 
8 Go on at this rate, ahd the thouſand pound is as good 
as in my pocket. | 9 9 5 
FAN TO ME. | 
I ſhall think it an age till I have an opportunity of 
putting this leſſon, in practice. | 45446 $4 
c A BIGAI. 
5 Vou may do it ſoon, if you make good uſe of your 
time; Mr. Tizſel will be here with my Lady at eight, 
and at nine the Conjurer is to take you in hand. 


£8 ee F ANT O ME. 
Let me alone with both of them; | 
| : u y 5 e 0 * > 
G SET e TRY. HRT ei T 3 LS AB V. 
: 
* 
| 8 
1 ere, e nas * r PS ng ppg arte | * my | 


. ” 4 * n 
Re n een ee ne 8 = 
OY ER WT A; > Tr 5 $ 
” - 
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Well l forewarn'd, fore-arm'd. Get into your box, 
and I'll endeavour to diſpoſe every thing in your favour. 
I Fantome goes in, exit _— 


Mc. 


Enter V ELLUMW. 


E L TL U u. 


Mrs. Abigal is withdrawn. — !] was in | hopes to have 
heard what paſs'd between her and her an cor- 
reſpondent. | 


2s TINSEI. 


IVS E. 
«lum! Vellum ! 
N i 8, A Se A 


| Fellum! We are methinks very familiar; I am not 
us' d to be call'd ſo by any but their Ho--nours. [4/iae. J 
— bat would you, Mr. T7? 


„ 
Let me beg a favour of thee, old gentleman. | 
FELLU M. | 
What 1s that, good Sir ? 3 
LN 7 
Pr'y thee run and fetch me the rent · roll of thy Lady's 
eſtate. $1 
VELLUM. 
The rent-roll? 08 © | 
TINSEL. 


The rent roll? ay, the rent-roll! doſt not n 
what that means ? 


| VELLUM. | 
Why, have you thoughts of purchaſing of i it? 
FT INS EI. 


Thou haſt” hit it, old boy that is my very intention 


x 


* 
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FELLUM. 
The purchaſe will be conſiderable. 
TINSE L. 


And for that reaſon I have bid thy Lady very „ high 


— ſhe 1s to have no leſs for it than this entire perſon of 
mine. 


PELLUM. FE | 
er eſtate perſonal, Mr. Tf he, be, 


TINSEL. 


Why, you queer old dog, you don't pretend to o jeſt, 
d'ye ? Look ye, Vellum, if you think of being continued 
wy ſteward, you muſt learn to walk with your * out. 


LUA. 

An inſolent companion! | hide. 

TINSEL. 
Thou'rt confounded d I ſee, 1 that dangling of 

thy arms.. 

VEL L U M. . 

An ungracious bird! | Al. 
N . 
Thou ſhalt lend me 2 of thouſand pounds: - 
A very profligate ! Ala. 
TINSE 1 


| ook ye, Vellum, I intend to be kind to . 
rrow ſome money of you. 


FELL UM. 


T cannot but ſmile to confider the diſappointment- 
this young fellow will meet with; I will make myſelf 


merry with him. [ 4/#ae.] And ſo, Mr. Tinſel, you 
promile you will be a voy kind maſter to me? 


[Srifling a laugh * 
TINSE L. 


What will "Fe give for a life in the houſe you live in? 
M 3. FEL- 
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F/E'LL UM; . | 
a — do you think of five hundred pounds? ha, | 
as a! 5 
7 1 N 5 5 4 
| That's too little. | 


EL IU. 


And yet it is more than I ſhall give——and I will 
offer you two reaſons for it. 


TINSE 25 
8 8 Jes what are they 7 
ELLE UM. f 

Firſt, beants the tenement is not in your Aifpoſal 1 
and ſecondly, becauſe it never will be in your diſpoſal : 
and ſo fare you well, goed Mr. Tin/e/. Ha, ha, ha, you 
| will pardon me for being jocular. - [Exit Vellum. 
. ; 

This rogue is as ſaucy as the Conjurer; I'll be hang'd 
if they are not akin. ; SOLD. VET 


Enter L A. D v. 
ee 2D 2,99 52: 5 l 
| Mr. 7776. what, all alone? A Free-thinker * 
great admirers of ſolitude. | 
N RNA 
No, ſaith, I have been talking with thy ſte ward; a 
very groteſque figure of a fellow, the very picture of 
one of our Benchers. How can you bear his conver- 
rien! 3 75 
: „ 
6 2 keep 10 ſor my ana, * not 0 | companion, 
He's a ſober mann. | . 
8 7 IVS E Z. 
ves, yes, he looks like a put a queer old dog, 
ever I ſaw in my life: we muſt turn him off, wi ag 
He cheats thee confoundedly, I ſee that, 
LAY 7; 


ow 


LAN 


Indeed you're miſtaken, he has always . og the e repune 
tation of being a very honeſt man. 


; TINS'E'L 
What, I ſappoſe he goes to church. 


| An 
Goes to chuch! fo do you too, I hope, + 
1 b INS E IL. | 
Þ would fol once, Widow, to make ſure of you. 


44 


Ab, Mr. 7750 a huſband who would not continue 


to go thither, would quickly forget the promiſes he 
made there. | 


_ „ 


Faith, very innocent and very ridiculous ! Well then, 
I Warrant thee, Widow, thou wouldſt not for the world 


marry. # ſabbath- breaker! 


LADY. 
«Truly they generally come to a bad end. tr rement- 
ber the Conjurer told you you were ſhort-liv? 


TINS 8 er 

1 The Conjurer L Ha, ha, hats ok +, 
E 4D 5 8 85 
Indeed you're very witty! | 


„ a e 


Indeed you" re very handſome. 


NI Yes ber hand. 
ee 


4 with the fool does not love 7 . 1 Aua. | 


| T INS E E. 
Thou art the * I adore, Here muſt T pay my 
devotion Pr? yu Widow, haſt then . Anne 
1 thy eſtate ? 


1 49 


Tue mot innpudenb Wiler T over met Weck. Cute. | 
M'4 :, |. vir ts, 8 


Re © 


2 8 4 Na 
5 8 

* iz 3 wm 2 

8 Fg a” 2 5 # + Rs 2 \ 
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* 
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TINSEL. 
I take notice thou haſt a * nes dee 
in che houſe, Widow. | 
LADY. 
Mr. Tinſel, you are a very obſerving man. 
TINSE DL. CE 
Thy large filver ciſtern would make a very good 
coach; and half a dozen ſalvers that I ſaw on the fide- 
| board, might be turn'd into hee as pretty horſes as br 
_ — in the ring. 
| TED. 
. You have a very good fancy, Mr. Tinſel—what pretty. 
transformations you could make in my houſe—But l 1 
ſee where it will end. [ 4fide, 
- 7 INS E 1 | 
Then I obſerve, child, you have two or three ſervices | 
of gilt plate we'd eat always i in china, my dear. 
| L AD. 
* I perceive you are an excellent manager how 
| | quickly you have taken an inventory of my goods! 
Now hark ye, Widow, to ſhow you the love that 85 
have for you 


245 


L. 4 AE go DM 
1 very well. let me hear. , 
* | 1 
Von have an old - ſaſhĩon d gold caudle- eo with hs 
figure of a ſaint upon the lid on't. _ 5 
LADY. 
haze; what den? To „ 
4. „ ST Boi" ' 
Why look ye, ra ſell the caudle- cup with lo old 
faint for as much money as they'd fetch, which I would 


convert into a diamond buckle, 1 make you a preſent 
fit. 


. 
at 
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"ELD'Y: 


Mr.. 
ſure of my perſon. 1 find you have taken a on af. 


fection to my moveables. 


I 
My dear, 1 love every thing that belongs to you... f 
| £4 DF i 


W need not make whats 
| nt any prot | 


lh TINSEL. | Fa SOT 

Pho, hs, my dear, we are growing Eres MY 
let me tell you, that's the very next ftep to being dull. 
Come, that eee face was never MAES to look * 


2 4 72 T. | 
Believe me, Sir; whatever! you may think, marriage 
ir a Wender dp gt : 
2 * 9 2 Z. 


For hit very. Wa my dear, Tet vs get over it = 
At we OP: 1 
17 4 DY. 


* $fhould be very much in beſte for a huſband, if T 
married Wald fonrfecn months after dir George's deceaſs. 
ne TFNSEL.. 
Pray, my- . let me aſk. you a Wann Doft not 
thou think that Sir George. is as dead at preſent, to 
afl intents and purpoſes, as he * be TO: 


bence? 
1 4 EZ 
Ves: - but decency, Mr. Tinſal | 
| TOY 7 4. NSZ L. 7 
0 doſt thou think thou'lt. be: more * videw 4 
Wa thou art now ?: - 
£5 14 7. 


_ The world would ſay 1 never loy'd my firſt boſbend 
M 5 | 


Oh ob are generous to an extravagance.” But pray. 
in/el, don't diſpoſe of my goods before you are 


TIN. 


* 
. 


| 7 INSE'L. | 
Ah, my dear, they would ſay you lov'd your e ; 


and they would own I nn Ar mall os thes 
moſt inordinately, | 


1 vii 


L 4 D 7. em 07 noi 
Bot what would people think? he | 
"ro 220015009007: e z D 9 1] A890 75 


Think! why they would think thee the ic of 
widowhood That a woman ſhould hve fourteen whole 
months after the deceaſe of her ſpouſe, without having 
engaged herſelf. Why, about town, we know many a 
woman of quality's i Geopd huſband Gregg! 30009 here 
the death of the firft, | 
w Yi 2 20 03 1216! L 4 D TELE 


Ay, 1 know you wits have your common- 21 jeſt 
2 us moe widows. 


TINSEL Lear 
"Pi tell — a Penn] widow; I pune a cereal Lady; 
who, conſidering the crazineſs of her huſband, had, in 
caſe of mortality, engaged herſelf to two young fellows 
of my acquaintance. ' They grew ſuch deſperate rivals 
for her while her huſband was alive, that one of them 
pink'd the other in a due]. But the good Lady was no 
ſooner a widow, but what did my dowager do? Why 
faith, being a woman of honour, ſhe married a third, 

to whom, it wn, ſhe had given ber firſt ee 


* 


D N50 : i en 15] eb en 
8 do this s a wwe tory upon) Joh own knowledge # - 
5 T FVS E E. 


Every tittle, as I hope to be warry', oc or never believe - 
Tom Tinſel. 


Pray, Mr. Ti do ou'c this calk like a wi 
or likes rake? - s e * 8 


TINS E E. * 725 ved} Aru 


Innocent enough, be, he, het Why! q where's the dif- 
A my dear? ö 
FLY 2 45 2 


— 
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| 44D I ; 
Ves, Mr. T; nſel, he only man. 1 ever . in my 


life, bad? a great dea of the one, and n of the 
other i in him, E 


#  £ 


TIN SE £5 | | 
Na now you grow vapouriſh; thou lt begin to fancy 
thou ear'ſt the drum ade and by. ES, 


. 45 e 


If vou hack ed Koce laſt night about this time, 925 


would not have been ſo merry. 


TINSBL. 5 
About this time; ſay'ſt thou? Come faith, for the 
bumour' 8 ſake, we'll fit down and lien: ...' \.. 
2. 101. 2 
4 will, Went promiſe to be . Nen 
Sil bo If e 0 WR + 75 vio as 4d 


Serious!" never beer me, child. Ha, ha, Aut: doſe 


| not hear him? 
ee e ee 3 
You break your word already. pay! Mr. m ts 
you laugh to ſhow your wit or your oth ? 
T IVS E E. : 
Why both! my dear, —— Pm glad however, chav 
the has taken notice of my teeth. [ Afde.] But you 
look ſerious, child; Laney thou heareſt the os doſ: 
norr * 
| 8 be 4 D 7. I Z 
Don t talk ſo raſhly. - 5 1 
4 V SE E. 75 
Why, my dear, you could not look more frighted if 
you had Lucifer's dram-major in your houſe, 


AD. 


Mr. Tiz/el, I muſt defire to ſee you no more in it, if 


you d not leave this idle way of . : 
5 M 6 Ff. 


8 » 


RR 
Child, I thought I had told you wbat is my opinion 
of ſpirits, as we were drinking a difh of tea but juſt how 
——There is no ſuch thing, I give thee my word. 
JJ ͤ HANES 
)h, Mr. Tiz/el, your authority muſt be of weight 
to thoſe that know you. fc eee 
bee ae ww 
Fot my part, chifd, I have made myſelf eaſy in thoſe 


points. 1 
3 nM i: 
Sure nothing was ever like this fellow's vanity, but 
his ignorance. oe x . 
TINSEL. 


P11 tell thee what now, widow, I would engage 
by the help of a white ſheet and à pennyworth of link 
in a dark night, to frighten you a whole country -vil- 
lage out of their fenſes, and the vicar: into the bar- 

ain. [Drum beats.) Hark! hark! what noiſe is that ? 
| "x68 defend us! this is more than fancy. 

It beats more terrible than ever. 


8 T INSA L. u ANY 
is very dreadful} what a dog have Þ been to ſpeak 
 #paink my conſcience, only to ew my part!!! 
11 1 R 04 £400 
It comes nearer and nearer. I wiſh yon have not 
angered it by your fooliſh difcourſe, ee 
TL CINTEL. - | 
- Trdeed, Madam, I did not fpeak from my heat; I 
hope it will do me no hurt, for 2 little barmieſs raillery. 
- "Harmlefs, Oye call it? it beats hard by us, as' if it 
e 4 Tix 


* 
v3 
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rg ee N FVS . 1 
„Wars Aon bad L to do: with, 2 bite FORY oy. 
lock! 51 * et + [Scene pe x and d lover: blasse 
T TINS Bike. 21 101 zn 2a 
Mercy on us! it appears. 


A A 3 


$31 L. 'A D * P 5 
Oh ! s he? "ths he bimfelf, Nin Sie Gef er | 
huſband. She faints.. 
TITER SE. 


Now would [I give ten thouſand pound that I were in 
town. [Fantome advances to him drumming. 

I beg ten thouſand pardons. I'Il never talk at this. ö 
rate any more. [Fantome il advances drumming. | | 

By my ſoul, Sir George, I was not in earneſt [ falls ox: Al 
bis knees. ] Have compaſſion. on my youth, and conſider 
I am but a coxcomb— [Fantome points to the door. ]; But: 
ſee he waves me off — ay with all my heart — What a. 
devil had I to do with a white ſheet ? 


[He feals off the ſtage, mending bis pace as. 
the drum beats. 
- 4 NT @ ME. | 
The ſcoundrel is gone, and has left his miſtreſs be - 
bind him. Im miſtaken if he makes love in this houfe- 
any more. I have now only the conjurer to deal with. 
don't queſtion but I ſhall make his reverence ſcamper 
as faſt as the lover, and then the day's my own, But 2 
the ſervants are coming. I muſt get into my cupboard. 
[He ers in. 


* 


De A 8 0h p Rey es 


4 B 7 n 
© my poor Lady! this wicked drum has frighted 
Mr. Tinſel out of his wits, and my Lady into a ſwoon. A 
Let me bend her a little forward. She revives. Here, | 7 
any her into the freſh air, and ſhe'll recover, 175 0 i 


4. 


A wv 


** 


* 


— — 
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ol ad . 


— 
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carry her off. ] This is a littl > harbarous to my Lad $ 
but *tis all fox her good: 2244 fade her ſo. wilt. char 
ſhe would not be angry With me, if the knew what I 


1 


Was to get by it. And if any of her friends ſhould 
blame me for it hereafter. | 


g : » 

72 my * * 4 g 4 Ya Fu . 92 1 2 
* „ £F 1 : x r x T 7 

. * 2 * FAY þÞ & % . E % X .. w# 


mas 1 8 
Pl clap my hand upon my parſe, and tell! m, 
Twas for a thouſand pound, and. Mr, Vellum. , 


= 
* 


pol 


7% 
* s 4 


L « 1 J . 5 > 5 "= 
1600001010000 399 HH He AN whoa e 
ET $ a 8323 1 4 a 4 8 5 5 oY) 
l „ „ © I 4 6.3 as XL 2 9 
1 * 1 F 


pw = ty + 


ACT v. Seck N E. 12 


mw Sir George i is his þ 4 Habit, as Butter 
marching before bim with two large candles, and the 
. ' wo Servants coming after. bim, one. bringing a a 
Table, and another a N Ann 31151 


IF 1 K 
$ 2 3 i * 3 2 9 4 N 


Ws rr e 


T pleaſe your. worſhip, FI: 3 the tew- 
fs) as given all of us orders to do whatſoever. 
you ſhall bid us, and to pay yr the ſame ares, as if 


you” were our "Mut. 
2 Z 
Thou ſay'ſt well | * F, 5⁵ 
E 43 R D 2 VE R. 


An't pleaſe your Conjurer's Lein mal I ſet the | 
table gown here 5 


N 


er 


12 


Sr of e 

Here, Peter. nfs a Wn Ti Nat * 
269 G RDñE VER 14-41 0 
bi- Anme my name 85 bis taning 11 
Leet. 


c 0 ACHMA . 
have brought you, reverend Sir, the lar eſt elbow- 
chair! in the houſes tis that the 1 its in Rm he. 
holds ' e rrr. „ $4-H23.49.13 

| Sir GEORGE. K 4 
1 it there. OY 


re 
sir, will you pleaſe to wantany thing ele ? 


* 
9 * 


| edges —wo 


47 


* Nen 
„10 5 1 
* 
— Cat 
* 


236 The Drummer: Cy, 


| Sir GEORGE. 
_ Papers, and a. pen and ink. 

| J S. 
Sir, 1 believe we have paper that is fit for your pur- 


poſe l my Lady's * aper, that is blacked at the 
tl 1 write with 8 


* EOF EM .. 
nei e better. aer Fe 2 SC 
I EA ER 
| Cvardinas, e th per and fandih ont ofthe 
little parlour. 
CO 40 HAN e 
Peter, pr'ythee do thou go along with me — I'm afraid. 


„ _t © 


 —you know I went with yo 7. laſt night into the * 


en the cook. maid wanted a handful of parſley. 
| BUTLER, 
Why, you don t think PI! ſtay with the * by 


| TYREDENER. 
Come, * BANE 8 ferch 3 pen _ ink 


together, | be i e ferwants« | 


There's nothi I lee, makes ſach firong alliances- 
as fear. Theſe fi ag. 76 are all Entered into a confederacy 
againſt. the ghoſt; There muſt be abundance of bufineſs- 


_ done in the family at this. fate. But here comes the 


triple alliance. Who could have thought theſe three 
rogues could have found each of em an employment! in: 
—— a pen and r NS 


Er. 3 
CoACHMAN with @ . e 
L ER with &Penc- C = 5 


— 


* 


GDK. 


Sir, there i: eren. 
—— 4404 


So 


— a+; gt 8 mY IP ae n mm wum . i — 2 „„ =o tt bn - ed 1 e 
g * N * r n 1 .. Co eien rr poet 


„ 
* 
F 
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Sir, chere is your ſtandiſn. 
f BUTLER... 

Sir, there is your crow-quilI pen — I'm 1 T have 
got rid on't. LA ldi. 


G A. R DE VE R. 


He for ets that he's to. make a circle [ {ite * 
Doctor, ſhall I help you to A bit of chalk ? 


Sir G E 0 R 0 . : 18 yy 
Iti is no matter. | 
B UTL 2 R. 


Lock ye, Sir, Theron fockbofpetiwhere he's heagd 


ofteneſt, if your worſhip can but ferret him out of that 
old wall in that next room —— - 


C20 FR” 
We mal ey. 1 2 
| GAR D 2 * 2 2 
Thar right, John. His worſhip mak let fy at his 


| learning at 725. old wall. 


BUTLER, e 
Sir, if I was War to adviſe. you, I would have a 
bottle of good Ofober by me. al tier a cup of we 


det at r elbow ? 

Sir 6 O R G . a 

| thank 7 — we ſhall do without it. 
GARDENER: | 

John, he forms a Every good- tet man ſor a con- 
aer * wa” 
6 B U 7 2 2 N. OY ae 
I'll take this opportunity of enquiring FOE! a ble of 
plate 1 have loſt. I faney, whilſt he in my Lady's 


pay, one may hedge in a queſtion or two into the bar- 


_ Sir, Sir, may I beg a word in your ear? 
E 1 Bs wad T 

What wow thou ? ME > Ferns #t6-#6 nf 

BUT. 
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Dune 
Sir, I know I need not tell you, _ I loſt one of my 
filver-ſpoons laſt week. - | 


.Sir G Ez 0 RG K. 
Marked With} a ſwan's neck —— 
3 2 bing. 7 
y, Lady's cre e knows every thi feat. 
How would your worſhip adviſe me to 0 it again? 2 
| vir 44.4, a 
Hum * 5 F % 9 | | 
What * do to come at it? 
| Lia it G E ON GE: EG 57 9361 | 
10 'Driok nothing but ſmall- beer for a fortnight —— þ 


BUTLER. 7: it Haw bg 
Small- beer! Rot · got l e 


4 


— Sir G E OR GE. 12 
If thou drink'ft a ſingle drop of ale before aten days 
are een as much —as thy ſ Poon is worth, 


B U T L FE. R. 18 * Ni ai $469: 

I ſhall never recover it that way; Pl een 50 a new 
obe, Ds WY Ne" 
© ee Wy 
bye mind how they whiſper? n nns 2 


Pll be hang d if be be not aſkin 8 him m fumething done 


* 
0 0 IC HNA N | 
I' take this opportunity of putting a queſtion | to bim- 
abide poor Dobbin: I fancy he could give me better 
4 8 than the farrier.. 
BUTLER:. tool. Gardener] 16 
he? n man l he . n N Now Ia, 
the time to find out thy pick- ax. 
| G'ARDENE R. 


1 Jong nothing to give him; Does not he expe t 0 
re biz band croſſed with ſilver? 


2 COACH: 
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COACHM 4 N. [to Sir George.] 
Sir, may a man venture to aſk you a queſtion? - 


Sir G E 0 R G E. 
CO 4A H M 4 NV. | 
I have a poor horſe in the ſtable that's bewitched —» .. 


5 Sir G E OR GF. 

| A n 2 2 TOY. , 

W 0 O | 
How could he know that? — ILA. 


Sir GE 0 N G E. 
; Bought at Banbury. 


G © 


Whew — ſo it was o' my conſcience. Lifts. 
Sir G E OR G E. | 
Six years old laſt Zamm arg. 


COACHMAN: oy aan 
To a day. UA Ade. ] Now, Sir, I would know e 
the poor beaſt is ru r by goody! Crouch. or TY 


Tu. 
* Neither. 5 
COUCHMAN „ 
Then it muſt be goody Garten; for the is the next 
old woman in the. pariſh, 
7 ba GARDENER. 
Haft thou done, Robin? 


COACHMAN. [zo the Gardener.) 
He can tell thee any thing. 


84 EDEN R. e Sir George]. 
Sir I would eg to:take you a little further out of 


parton 5 
Sir 0 E O R Cx: 


speak. | 2 
GARDENER © 

be butler and I, Mr. Doctor, were both of us in be 

UK the ſame time with a certain perſon, © 


— 


r be „Nan, ARGS 2 ee. 2 | _—_— 
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5 ME ens. 
A weman. 
G 4 R DENE R. 
How could he know that ? LD. 
. Sir GEORGE. | 
GARDENER. 
This woman has lately had two children at a birth. 
- 'Sir GEORGE. . 
G AR D ENER. 
Prodigious ! where could he hear that? Au.. 
Sir G E O R & E. 
8 Proceed. 
CARDENER. 


Now, becauſe I uſed to meet her ſometimes in the 
garden, ſhe has laid them both —— 


Sir GEORGE. 
To thee. 


GARDENER. 

What a power of learning he muſt have l. he ks 
every thing. Alas. 

Sir G ＋ 2 in 0 . 
Faſt thou dene? 
GARDE V 2 R. . 
I would defire to know whether I am really faher to. 
them both? 
Sir & E OR S F. 
Stand before me, let me ſurvey thee round. 
l bis t upon his head, and makes him turn about. 
COC ZMA N. 

Rank yonder, Jobn, the filly dog is turning about an- 
der the Conjurer's wand. If he has been ſaucy to him, 
we ſhall ſee him puffed off in a whirlwind nm, 5 

Sir G E OR 0 F. 

| Twins, doſt thou ay? . (still turning lin. 

| | G4 Re 


4 
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GASiRDENRKR; 6 
Ay; are they both mine, d'ye think 2 

Sir G E O R G E. 
Own but one of them. | | 


G A R D E YE R. | 
Ah, but Mrs. 44igal will have me take care of alas 
both — ſhe's always for the butler — if my poor maſter 
Sir George had been alive, he would have made him 8⁰ 
Ralves with me. 
Sir GE 0 R & E. 
What, was Sir George a kind maſter ? 
GALE NERS.. 13 

Was he! ay, my fellow- ſervants will bear me witneſs, 
| Se G KOREA | 

Did you love Sir George? | 

| SU C68: PAGE 1 | 
Every body loved him | Shi 1 
| COACHMAN. go i 
"There was not a dry eye in the pariſh at the news of = 


His death 

| G AR D EN E R. 

He was the beſt neighbour —— 

AS MS £8 R. 

The kindeſt huſband —— 

| COACHMAN. 

The trueſt friend to the poor 

255 BUTLER. 


M cob Lady took on mightily, we all bir l it 10 
would have been the death of her _ 165 
Sir GEORGE. | 

I proteſt theſe fellows melt me! I think the time | f 
„ be kind = 
tO mem. i L * 


Fu 


n N e * 


74 


Enter) V e 5 nk 


- „ELIN 


Have you provided the Doctor every thing be hows OC> 
caſion dor if ſo — you may depart. [Excunt N 


hy Sir G E OR GE. 


r I can as yet ſee no hurt in my wife's behaviour; but 
ſtill have ſome certain pangs and doubts, that are na. 
taral to the heart of a fond man, I muſt take the ad- 
vantage of my diſguiſe to be thoroughly ſatisfied, It 
would neither be for her happineſs, nor mine, to make 
myſelf known to her till I am fo. [Afge.] —Dear Vellum! 
T atn impatient to hear ſome news of 10 wife, how does 


ſhe _ her fright? + 
2 0 - FE L TA: | 
454 is a ſaying ſomewhere in my Lord Cele, that a 
Widow —— bod 1878 


— 


Sir G E 0 Rx G . 

1 af of my wife, and thou talk'ſt to me of my Lord 
Cole—pr ythee tell me how ſhe does, for J am in pain 
for her, 9 

1E EL L UR. 

sbe i. is pretty well recovered, Mrs. Abigal has put her 
in good heart; and 1 have siven her great hopes from 
your {kill. | 

{| Se 6 EO RGE. 

That I think cannot fail, ſince thou haſt got this ſe- 
eret out of Abigal. But I could not have thought my 
friend, Fantome would have ſerved me thux——  - 

I LUA. Ata 

You will till fancy you are a living | man 

Tf. 2.0 2.62: ; a 
1 Ther he ſhould endeavour to enſnare my e 
| „ E L IL UM. 


You have no right in her, _ your demiſe : „ 
extin- 
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> 16 eee wh e — ei is a maxim 


in the law. 


of Tax, 8 72 


He ket. out tof the houſe, called for - his horſe, clap- 


be ſpurs to his ſides, and was out of fight i in leſs time 
an I —can- = tell 


11 


Sir G 0 R: 6 . ps: 
A pox on your learning! well, but what's become 


CME xd 1 


„ E L L U A. 


ten. 


; Sit GEORGE. 


This is whimlical enough! my wife will have a quick 
PE bo hs of lovers, in one day — Fantome has driven 
out 7zx/el, and I ſhall drive out F antome. 


AS FOB LOL UM 


Ex'n as one wedge driveth out n he, he, he] 


288 t 


I» 


o 


yon Fare Teen me for being jocular. 
Sir G E ORG E. 


Was there erer ſuch a provoking blockhead! but he 
*muſt have ſatisfacti- 
on of this traitor Fantome; and cannot take a more 
proper one, than by turning him out of my houſe, in 
a manner that ſhall throw ſhame upon him, and make 
You muſt re- 
member, Vellum, you have abundance of buſineſs up- 
on your hands, and I have but juſt time to tell it you 
cover; all I W of * is diſpatch, therefore Bean 


means me well. 


him ridiculous as 


me. 


he > is « noting more requiſite, in buſinels. than 


diſpatch 


| Sir G E OR CAE 


Then hear me. 


_[Afae.] Well! 


long as he lives. 


„EL L U . 


een eee 


5 is 1aleedi the life of buſineſs - 


Sir GEORG E. 


Hear me ws. 
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AfA & 22 "FELLUM. | 
| Anda as one 05 ety obſerved, the benefit that at 


5 e it is n Firſt — 


4 Sir GEORGE. 
There i is no bearing this! thou art a going to de. 
_ diſpatch, when thou ſhouldſt be practiſing it. 
Sod 15 eee ee 
- But your Hen--nour will not give me the bearing == — 


Sir G E OR GE. 
.T hou wilt not give me the hearing — r dngrity 


| | FELLUM. 
Iam gill. | 
In the firſt you are to lay my wig, hat, and 


ſword, ready for me in the cloſet, and one of my ſcar- 


let coats. You know how ie has . che 


ghaſt $0. you, 
1 E L * UM. 


| Ie hall be dove, 
8 & E OR G E. 


Then you muſt remember, whilſt I am laying this 


=_ you are to — re my wife for the reception of 

real huſband ; 

with all the art you 2 maſter of, that the An may 

not be too great for her. | 
VELL U M. 


It mall be done — but ſince her Ho--nour has ſeen 


this apparition, ſhe deſires to ſee you once moro be- 
fore you encounter it. 
Sir GEORGE. 


I ſhall expect her impatiently. For now I can talk 
to her without being ãnterrupted by that impertinent 


rogue Tinſe]l, I hope thou haſt not told 46 igal any 


thing of the ſecret. 
VELL UM. 


Mrs. Abigal is a woman; there are many . 
way 


5 


ell her the whole ſtory, and doit 


wg 4 eee 3 2 „ . 
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why ſhe ſhould not be acquainted . it: 1 ſhall 8 
mention ix 


| Sir GEORG F. | 
Huſh, here ſhe comes! oh my heart! 


Emer L av * and A BIG AL. 


Sir GEORGE. 


[4fide, while Vellum talks in dumb ſhow to Lady.] O 
that lov'd woman! how I long to take her into my 
arms! if I find Jam ſtill dear to her memory, it will be 


a return to life indeed! But I moſt take care of indulg- 
ing this tenderneſs, and put on a behaviour more ſuit- 
able to my preſent character. 


[Walks at a diſtance in a perfor poſture, waving 
his wand. 


| LADY. {Ts Vellum] | 
This is ſurpriſing indeed! fo all the ſervants tell me; 


they ſay he knows every thing that has happen'd in the 
family. 


4570 41. LAlae.] 


A parcel of credulous fools! they firſt tell him their 


| ſecrets, and then wonder how he comes to know them. 


[Exit Vellum, exchanging fond Tooks with Abigal. 


LADY. 


"Yared Sir, may I have ſome converſation with you, 


before you begin your ceremonies ? 


Sir GEORGE. 
Speak ! but hold — firſt let me feel your pulſe, 


-L ADT. 
What can you learn from that ? 


Sir GEORGE. 
have already learnt a ſecret from it, that will aſto- 


rſh you. 
LADY. 


Pray, what is it? 
ak N | _— 


12 8 
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„„ Ne,, 
You will have a huſband within this half- * > 
ABIG AL. [Adi] 


I'm glad to hear that—he muſt mean Mr. Fantome; 
I begin to think there's a great deal of truth in his art. 


LADY. 


Alas! I fear you mean [ ſhall fee Sir George? 8 appa- 


rition a ſecond time. 
Sr CORES E. 


Have cour 12 you ſhall ſee the apparition no more. 


The huſband I mention ſhall be as much alive as I am. 
43 I G A L. e 

Mr. Fantome to be ſure. lla. 

L L 4 DI :. 11 5 


Impoſſible I lov'd my firſt too well. 5 
Sir G E OR GE. 


You could not love the firſt better than * will ye 
the ſecond. 
ABIGAL. [Alde.] 


I'll be hang'd if my dear ſteward has not inſtructed 
him; he means Mr. Fanteme to be ſure ; ; the thouſand 
pound! is our own | . . 


L 4DY. 

Alas! you did not know Sir George. 

Sir GEORGE. 

As well as I do myſelf ——T ſaw him with you in the 
red damaſk room, when he firſt made love to you; your, 
mother left you together, under pretence of receiving a 
viſit from Mrs. Hawthorn, on her return from London, 

LAD T. | 
This is aſtoniſhing! 
Sir GEO R G E. 
Vou were a great admirer of a ſingle life for the firſt 


half hour; your refuſals then grew ſtill fainter and 


fainter. With what ecſtaſy. did Sir George kiſs your 
hand, when you told him Fon ſhould always follow the 
advice of your Mamma / | 

LADY. 


— 


WW 2. 6 
0 


to take them. 
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3 An ; 
Every circumſtante to a tittle ? 


: Sir GEORGE. 

Then, Lady! the wedding night! I ſaw you in your 
white ſattin night-gown; you would not come out of 
Tee eee till Sir George took you out by 

orce. He drew you gently by the hand you 
ſtruggled— but he. was too ſtrong for you—you bluſt'd, 


. 


5 LI ah 

Oh! ſtop there! go no farther !—he knows every 

thing. | 1 „ 
ABTIGAL. 


Truly, Mr. Conjurer, I believe you have been a wag 
in your youth. * | | 
Sr GORE, 

Mrs. Abigal, you know what your good word coſt Sir 


George, a purſe of broad pieces, Mrs. Abigal. 


N | ABIGAL. 3 
The Devil's in him. 8 Pray, Sir, fince you 
have told ſo far, you ſhould tell my Lady that I refus'd 


Sr GXORGS 
Tis true, child, he was forc'd to thruſt them into 


your boſom. 


. ABIGAT. 3 
This rogue will mention the thouſand pound, if I 
don't take care. [ Afde.] Pray, Sir, though you are a 
Conjurer, methinks you need not be a Blab 
EG LADY, nd 
Sir, fince I have no reaſon to doubt of your art, I 
muſt beſeech you to treat this apparition gently——it 


has the reſemblance of my deceas'd huſband ; if there 

be any undiſcover'd ſecret, any thing that troubles his 

reſt, learn it of him, | ; a 
- N 2 Sir 


* 
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Sir G E OR GE. 


I muſt. to that end be ſincerely informed by you, 
whether your heart be engaged to another; have not 


you received the addreſſes of many lovers fince his 
death? 


LADY. 


1 have been oblig'd to receive more 1 viſits than have 


| been 1 
| Sir G E OR GE. 


Was not Tinſel welcome? I'm afraid to hear an 8 


anſwer to my own queſtion. . Le. 
Ex . 
He was well recommended. 

Sir G E OR GE. 


Racks! | Il Aide. 
LADY. 2 
Of a good family. JED 
sir GEORG . 5 
Tortures ! Dy ; [ Hide, 
LADY. | 


Heir to a conſiderable eſtate ! 


| Sir GEORGE. 4 
Death ! ! [ {/fae. ] And you Aill love him ? — P diſ- 


„ 
No, 1 Jelpita him. I found he had a "20G upon 


my fortune, was baſe, profligate, cowardly, and ev'ry 


thing that could be expected from a man of the vileſt 
Principles ! —— 


Sir GEORGE. 
I'm recover'd, I[Aſde. 


43164. 
Oh, Madam, had you ſeen how like a ſcoundrel he 


look'd when he left your Ladyſhip in a ſwoon, Where 


have you left my Lady? ſays I. In an elbow-chair, 
child, ſays he: And where are you p0ing? ſays I. To 


don, 


P 1 „ pres 


— per AC —1¹·¹ - ro, 
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hall cut the ceremonies ſhort 
his buſineſs — now let me ſeat Wel! in form — a 


The HaunTEeD Hovsk. 269 


town, child, ſays he: For to tell thee truly, child, ſays 
be, I don't care for living under the ſame roof with the 
Devil, ſays he. 


Sir & E OR GE. 


well, Lady, I ſee nothing in all this that may hin- 
der Sir George's ſpirit from being at reſt. 


LADY, 


If he knows any thing of what paſſes in my heart, 
he cannot but be ſatisfied of that fondneſs which I bear 
to his memory. My ſorrow for him is almays freſh 
when l think of him. He was the kindeſt, trueſt, * 
dereſt — Tears will not let me go on 


Sir GEORGE. 


This quite Serpowers me I ſhall diſcover myſelf 
before my time. [Afde.] Madam, you may now 
retire ans leave me to myſelf. 


LADY. 


Succeſs attend you! 


4316 4. 


I with Mr. F antome gets well off from this old Don.. 
— I know he'll be nn him immediately. 


Leun Lady and . 
Kr 6 f. 
way We Sir GEORGE, 


My heart is now at eaſe, ſhe is the ſame dear woman 
I left her —— now for my revenge upon Fantome 


a few words will do- 


good eaſy-chair for a Conjurer this! now for a few 
mathematical ſcratches a good lucky ſcrawl, that 
faith I think it looks ver aſtrological — theſe two or 
three magical pot-hooks about it, make it a compleat 
W s ſcheme. [Drum Beats.] Ha, ha, ha, _ are 


N 3 . you - 


* 
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you there? Enter Drummer. Now I mult pore upon 
my paper. | | | 


Enter F A N r o M E, beating the Drum. 


Sir G E OR GE. 


Pr'ythee, don't make a noiſe. Pm buſy. [Fantome beats. 
A ur march ! pr ythee beat that over again. 
LA beats and advances. 
Si GEORGE. Rang.] 


Hat You're very perfect in the ſtep of a ghoſt, You. 
talk it majeſtically. [Fantome advances. 
How the rogue ſtares! he acts it to admiration } I'll 
be hang'd if he has not been Practiſing this half hour 
1 Mrs. Abigal's wardrobe. 
[Fantome farts, gives a rap upon bis Dro. 
Pr'ythee don't play the fool! Fantome beatz. 
Nay, Nays, enough 'of this, good. Mr. antome. 
FANTOME. [Ace] 
Death! I'm diſcoyer'd. This Jade Aae has ” 
tray'd me. | 
| | Sir GZO R G E. 5 
0 Mr. Fantomt, upon the word of an aſtrologer, your 
| thouſand pound bribe will never gain my Lady Truman. 
| FANTOME. 
Tis plain ſhe has told him all. LA lde. 


Sir GEORGE. 5 . 

Let me adviſe you to make off as faſt as you can, or | 

EE by my art Mr. Gly vl bv hs 
a 


FANTOME. [70 Sir George. 

Look ye, old gentleman, I perceive you have learnt 
his ſecret from Mrs. Abigal. | 
Sir GEORG E. 


- +I have lea t it from my art. 8 
earn y ar F AN. 
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| 1 LN £ oo | 
"Phy art! pr'ythee no more of that. Look ye, I 


know you are a cheat as mach as I am. And if thou'lt 
m my counſel, I'll give thee ten broad n 


Sir . E OR GE. 

I am not mercenary! young man, I abe thy gold. 
F ANT O E. 

I'll make them up twenty 


Sir GEORG E. 


Avaunt! and that quickly, or I'll raiſe ſuch an appa- 
Nn as ſhall 


FANTOME. 


An apparition, old gentleman! you miſtake your 
man, I am not to be frighted with bugbears— 


Sir GEORGE. 


Let me retire but for a few moments, and 1 will give 
thee ſuck a proof of my art—— EM 


FANTOME. 


Why, if thou .haſt any Hocus pocus tricks to play, 


why canſt not do them here? _ 


Sir G E OR 88 
The raifing of a ſpirit, requires certain ſęeret myſ- 


teries to be n „ and words to be mutter'd in 


private 


FANTOME. / 


Well, if 1 ſee through your 0 you w_ . 
to wp aw friend ? 


Sir GEORG E. e 
1 aill<attend ö and tremble. [Exit. 


FAN o ſolu. 


1 4: N TOME. | 
A very ſolemn old aſs! but I ſmoke him,—he has: 4 


mind to. raiſe his price upon me. I could not think this 


nat would have us'd me thus—1 * to be horribly 
Xs - tir'd 


+” "road Oe > OR" ware Bones W Po ns 
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tired of my drum, I wiſh I was well rid of it. However, 

I have got this by it, that it has driven off 77e for 
good and all; I ſhan't have the mortification to ſee 7 
miſtreſs carried off by ſuch a rival. Well, whatever 
happens, I. muſt ſtop this old fellow's mouth, I muſt. 

not be ſpearing in huſh- money, But here he comes. 


Enter Sir GxoRGE in his own habit. 


Ha! what's that! Sir George Truman! This can be 
no counterfeit. His dreſs | his ſhape! his face! the 
very wound of which he dy'd! nay, then 'tis time to 
decamp! | | [ Runs of. | 

Ley” J c 

Ha, ha, ha, fare you well, good Sir George tbe 
enemy has left me maſter of the field : here are the g 
marks of my victory. This drum will I hang up in my 
great hall as the trophy of the day. - | 


Enter A Þ 16 Ak 


Sir George Pands with his hand before his face 
in a muſing poſture, ee. 
ABIGAL 
Vonder he is. O' my conſcience he has driven off 
the conjurer. Mr. Fantome, Mr. Fantome ! I give you 
joy, 1 give you joy, What do you think of your thou- 
ſand pounds now ? Why does not the man ſpeak 7 
IPulli bin by the fleeve. 
| Sir G E O XR GE. * 
Ha! [Taking his hand from his face, 
3 ABIGAL.. h 
Oh! 'tis my maſter ! | [Shrieks, 
uin away he catches 1 


4 
— 


. 
= 
* 


5 
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Sir GEORGE. | 

Good Mrs. Abigal not ſo faſt. 58 n 

45104. — 


Are you alive, Sir? — He has given my ſhoulder 
ſuch a curſed tweak ! they muſt be real fingers. I feel 


'em Pm ſure. * 
Sir GEORGE. | 
| What doſt think 7 
AB 1G 4. 


Think, Sir, think? Troth I don't know het to think, | 
Pray, Sir, how | 
. ſhall be 
bl $ 19a y curio 4 
| kr in due time, Where? 's your ow ; 
ABIGA E. 
i Ob, l am ſo frighted and fo glad . 
| Sir G E OR G E. > 
| Where's your Lady, I aſk you— * 
431G AI. 10 
Marry I don't know where I am myſelf 1 5 
Soobeay weeping for joy | 
Sir GEORGE. 
Your Lady! I fay your Lady! I muſt bring you to 
yourſelf with one pinch more — : 
4BIGAL. © 
Oh! ſhe has been talking: a. good: while with the 


Then he has o a the whole * to her, Pm a 1 
he has prepared her. Oh |. here ſhe comes. | ; 1 


-” 


. * 


ku LA g Vans yn. 


| LADY. E 
' Where is he! let me fly into his arms l my life 1 my * 5 
wulf my huſband! * 
Ns Sit. 
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Sir 6E OR 1. 
Oh! let me catch thee to my heart, deareſt of 


women! 3 
LADY. 


Are you then ſtill alive, and ate you here! Leun 8 


ſcarce believe my ſenſes! now am I happy indeed! 
Sir GEORGE. 
My heart is too full to anſwer thee. 
2 i LADY. 1 
"How could — be ſo cruel to defer giving me that 
Joy which you knew I muſt receive from your preſence # 
you have robbed my life of ſome hours of happineſs that: 
ought to have been in it. un e 
Sir G Z ORG E. 
| It was to make our happineſs the more fincere- and! 
unmixt. There will be now no doubts to daſh it. What. 
has been the affliction of our lives, has given a variety 
to them, and will hereafter ſupply us. With 2 thouſand: 
materials to talk of. ; 
2 "LADY. 
Jam now ſatisfied. that it is not in the 
fence to leflen your love towards me. 
Sir GEORGE hich th 
And I am ſatisfied that it is not in the power of death: 
to deſtroy that love which makes me the happieſt of men.. 
| LA D . $1 OL, 


n 


ou 
” 


Was ever woman ſo bleſt! to find again the darling, 
loſt for ever to enter 
into a kind of ſecond marriage with the only man whom 


of her ſou], when ſhe thought him loſt 


ſhe was ever capable of loving! 
Sir GB ORN GB. 
May it be as happy as our firſt,” I deſire no more !: 
Believe me, my dear, I want words to expreſs thoſe 
tranſports of joy and tenderneſs which are every moment 


riſing in my heart whilſt I ſpeaks to thee, 


Fuer 


i 

1 

0 

: 
1 
; 
3 
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Enter 5 E RV AN T 8. 


BUTLER. 


joſt as the ſteward told us, lads! look you there, if 
he ben't with my Lady already. 


err 
He! he! he! what a joyful night will this be for 


Madam ! 
COACHMAN. 


As J was coming in at the gate, a ſlrange gentleman 
whiſked by me; but he took to his heels, and made 


away to the George. If I did not ſee maſter before me, 


IL ſhould have ſworn it had been his honour, 
GARDENE R. 
Ha'ſt given orders for the bells to be ſet a ringing ?: 
COACHMAN. 
Never trouble thy head about that, tis done. 
Sir GEORGE [ite Lady.] | 
My dear, I long as much to tell you my whole ſtory, 


as you do to hear it. In the mean while, I am to look. 


upon this as my wedding-day. [I'll have nothing but 
the voice of mirth and feaſting in my houſe, My poor- 
neighbours and my ſervants ſhall rejoice with me. My 
hall ſhall be free to every. one, and let my cellars be 


thrown ns 
a I ER. 

Ah! bleſs your honour, may you never die again? 
C O ACH MAM. 

The ſame good man that ever he was!! 

: G. AR DOE NE R. 

e 

Sir G E O'RGE. 


Vellum, thou haſt done me much ſervice to-day. L. 
know thou lov'ſt Abigal, but ſhe's diſappointed in à for- 


tune. I'll make it up to both of you. I'll give thee a 


thouſand pound with her. It is not fit there ſhould be 
one ſad heart in my houſe to- — 


LA DT. 


* 
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LA D F. 


What you do for Abigal, I kr is meant as a com- 
pliment-to me. This is a new inſtance of your love. 


„ „ ca ip rung (o' 
Mr Yellum, you are a well- ſpoken x man : e 40 * 
thank my maſter and my Lady. ü 


O Růͥw ‚ 
Nn J hope you are not Wei with * 0 I 
make. 
FELL UM. 
The gift is two-fold, I receive from you 
T he virtuous partner, and a portion oö oF 
For which, in bumble wiſe, I thank the donors : 
And ſo aue bid good-night to. both your ho--nours.. 


e 
= 
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O-night the poet's advocate I tand, | 
And he deſerves the favour at my hand; ' © 
Who in my equipage their cauſe debating * 
Has plac'd two lovers, and a third in waiting 
If both the firſt ſhou'd from their duty ſwerve, 
here's one behind the wainſcot in reſerve. 
In His next play, if I would take this trouble, 
He promis'd me to make the number double 
Io troth 'twas ſpoke like an obliging creature; 
For tho? 'tis fimple, yet it ſhews good-nature. 
My. help thus aſk'd; I cou'd not chooſe but * its 
And really F thought the play wou'd want tit. 
Void as it is of all the uſuatarts- 
To warm your fancies, and to ſteal your hearts: 
No court-intrigue, no city-cuckoldom, 

No ſong, no dance, no muſie but a drum 
No ſmutty thought in doubtful phraſe expreſt ; 
And gentlemen, if ſo, pray where's the jeſt ? 
When we wou'd raiſe your mirth, you hardly know. 
Whether in ſtrictneſs you ſhou'd laugh or no, 


4 0 


But 


4 But turn upon the Ladies in the pit,. | 
And if they redden, you are ſure tis wit. | 
P rote him then, ve fair-ones; for the fair ö 


Of all conditions are his equal cars. X ; 4 | | 
He draws a widow,. who, of blameleſs carriage, G 
True to cher jointure, hates a ſecond marriage; 

And to improve a virtuous wife's delighhts. 


_ 
Out of one man contrives.two wedding nights. 


Nay, to oblige the ſex in every ſtate, - — 
A nymph of five and forty. finds her mate, 
Too long has marriage, in this taſteleſs age,, 
With ill-bred raillery ſupply'd the Rage;. 
No little ſcribler is of wit ſo bare, 

But has his fling at the poor wedded pair. 
Our author deals not in conceits ſo ſtale: 8 

For ſhould th' examples of his play. prevail, 

No man need bluſh, tho' true to marriage vows, 

Nor be a jeſt though he ſhou'd love his ſpouſe. 

Thus has he done you Britiſß conſorts right, bh 

Whoſe huſbands, ſhould: they pry like mine to- night, 

Would never find you in your conduct ſlipping, 

Though they turn'd conjurers to take you tripping. 


4 1 
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THE LATE 


Trial and Conviction 


OF 


Count T ARI F F. 


| N HB whole nation is at preſent very inquiſitive af- 


ter the proceedings in the cauſe of Goodman Fact, 
plaintiff, and Count Tarif, defendant; as it was tried 


on the eighteenth of June, in the thirteenth year of her 


Majeſty's reign, and in the year of the Lord 1713. I 
ſhall therefore give my countrymen a ſhort and ARG 
ful account of that whole matter. And in order to it, 
muſt in the firſt place premiſe ſome particulars relating 
to the perſon and n. of the ſaĩd plaintiff Goodman 
Fae, — . » . ' 8 5 P > 


= 


Good han Fa? is allowed by every bod 1 be a plain- 


| ſpoken perſon, and a man of very few words, Tropes 


and figures are his averſion; - He affirms every thing 
roundlx, without any art, rhetoric, or circumlocution. * 
He is a declared enemy to all kinds of ceremony and 
complaiſance. He flatters no body. Vet ſo great is his. 
natural eloquence that he cuts down the fineſt orator, 


and deſtroys the beſt contrived argument, as ſdon as 


ever he gets himſelf to be heard. He never applies to. 
the paſſions or prejudices of his audience: When they, 


liſten with attention. and honeſt minds, he never fails of 


carryin £ 


— 


Ss ” . 
; * 5 ene ws uf - n oY Os "CE 8 n w Wh; 
n Mn ee eee Ar af EP eee — EFFECT A . Dioe.. tc.tt_d ne . 


a The Trial of Count TARTF x. 


carrying his point. He appeared in a ſuit of Engliſh 
broad-cloath, very plain, but rich. Every thing he 


wore was ſabſtantial, honeſt, home-ſpun ware. His 


cane indeed came from the Enfi-Indies, and two or three 
little ſaperfluities from Turkey, and other parts. It is 
ſaid that he encouraged himſelf with a bottle of neat 
Port, before he appeared at the trial. He was huzzaed 


into the court by ſeveral thouſands of Weayers, Clo- 


© thiers, Fullers, Dyers, Packers, Calenders, Setters, 
« Silk-men, Spinners, Dreſſers, Whitfters, Winders, 
*. Mercers, Throwſfters, Sugar-bakers, Diſtillers, Dra- 

pers, Hoſiers, Planters, Merchants, and Fiſhermen ;? 
who all ananimouſly declared that they could not live 
above two months longer, if their friend Fad did not 
gain his cauſe. 

Every. body was over-joyed tit hear that the good man 
was come to town. He no ſooner made his appearance 
in court, but ſeveral of his friends fell a weeping at the 


fight of him: For indeed he had net deen e 
three years before. 


+ The charge he, exhibited. again Count Tariff x was - 


drawn up in the following arten. 


1. That the ſaid Count had gives in falſe and bade 5 


hot pe In the name: of __ plaintiff. 
717 18 Ws a! a 
11. That dba faid Cupnt: had ws; i di Gd 
laintiff, and made uſe of man bo N 3 to Seem 
we qo; ed 3 Shan * 18 1 
7 II. Thatthe ſaid Count had wilfally. and ng 
traduced the ſaid plaintiff, having miſrepreſented pin 


in many — hare 8 as * aun, 25 the" 


Fal a ie 


4 N e Fa. 181 * 2 7 A 7 * * a 2 ** * Is 1. 5 


IV. That thes ſaid Count had mene ia the preſenee 


of above five hundred perſons, that he had heard the 


plainttf Tak * of the Pereaguefe Spaniards, 
Halians, 


FF 5 


2 » 
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Jalians, Flollanders, and others; who were the perſons 
whom the ſaid plaintiff had always favoured in his diſ- 
courſe, and whom he ſhould always continue to favour. 


V. That the ſaid Count had given. a very diſadvan- 


tageous relation of the three great farms, which had long 


flouriſhed under the care and ſuperintendeney of the. 


plaintiff, 


VI. That he would have obliged the owners of the 
ſaid farms to buy up many commodities which grew upon. 
their own lands. That he would have taken away the 
labour from the tenants, and put it into the hands of 
ſtrangers. That he would have leſſened and deſtroyed. 


the produce of the ſaid farms. | 


That by theſe and many other wicked devices he 


would have ſtarved many honeft day-labourers; have 


impoveriſhed the owner, and have filled his farm with 
beggars, Se. e 


VII. That the faid Count had either ſunk or miſlaĩd 
ſeveral books, papers, and receipts, by which the plain 
tiff might ſooner have found means to vindicate himſelf 
from ſuch calumnies, aſperſions, and miſrepreſentations. 

In all thefe particulars. Goodman Fa was very ſhore. 


but pithy : For, as I ſaid- before; he. was a plain home-- 


ſpun. man. His yea, was yea, and his nay, nay. He 


had farther ſo much of the quaker in him, that he never 


2 but his affirmation. was as valid as another's 
It was obſerved that Count Tarif endeavoured. to 
brow- beat the plaintiff all the while he was ſpeaking :: 
But though he was not ſo impadent as the Count, 
was every whit as ſturdy; and when it. eame to the 
Count's turn to — old Fa& ſo ſtated him in the face, 


after his plain, downright way, that the Count was very: 


often ſtruck dumb, and-forced to hold his. tongue in the- 
middle of his diſcourſe. oe ROOT Ts and 
More witneſſes appeared on this occaſion: to atteſt 
30 Fa#'s veracity than ever were ſten in a court: 


4 5 . 
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of juſtice. His cauſe was pleaded by the ableſt men in 
the kingdom; among whom was a gentleman of S/. 
folk, who did him fignal ſerviee. | | 
Count Tariff appeared juft the reverſe of goodman 
Fae. He was dreſſed in a fine brocade waiſtcoat, curi- 
ouſly embroidered with flower-de-luces. He wore alſo 
a broad-brimmed hat, a ſhoulder-knot, and a pair of 
filver-clocked ſtockings. His ſpeeches were accompa-- 
nied with much geſture and grimace. He abounded 
in empty phraſes, ſuperficial flouriſhes, violent aſſerti- 
ons, and feeble proofs. To be brief, he had all the French 
aſſurance, cunning, and volubility of tongue ; and would 
moſt certainly have carried his cauſe, had he dealt with 
any one antagoniſt in the world beſides Goodman Fat. 
The Count being called upon to anſwer to the charge 
which had been made againſt him, did it after a manner 
peculiar to the family of the Tariff, wiz. by railing and 
calling names. 8 gr 1 : 
He, in the firſt place, accuſed his adverſary of Scan- 
dalum magnatum, and of ſpeaking againſt his ſuperiors 
with ſaucineſs and contempt. As the plain good man 
was not of a make to have any friends at court, he was 
a little ſtartled at this accuſation, until at length he 
made it appear, that it was impoſſible for any of his 
family to be either ſaucy” or cringing; for that their 
character was, above all others in the world, to do what 
was required of them by the court, that is, Tos PEAR 
THE TRUTH -AND NOTHING BUT THE TRUTH. 
The Count in the next place aſſured the court, that 
his antagoniſt had taken upon him a wrong name, hav- 
ing curtailed it of two or three letters; for that in rea- 
lity his name was not FacT but FAcriox. The 


Count was ſo pleaſed with this coneeit, that for an hour 


together he repeated it in every ſentence ; calling his an- 
tagoniſt's aſſertions, the reports of faction; his friends, 
the ſons of faction; the teſtimonies: of witneſſes, the 
giQates of faction: Nay, with ſuch a degree of impu- 
dence did he puſh this matter, that when be heard th 
cries of above a: million of people -begging 5 4 
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| bread, he termed the prayers and importunities of ſuch 


a ftarving multitude, the CLawuours or FacTion. 

As ſoon as the Count was driven out of this device, 
he affirmed roundly in the court, that FA er was not 
an Englikman by birth, but that he was of Dutch ex- 


traction, and born in Holland. In conſequence of this 
sſſertion, he began to rally the poor plaintiff, under 


the'title of Myxnnezr Van FA c; which took pretty 
well with the fimpletons of his party, but the men of 
ſenſe did not think the jeſt worth all their lands and 
tenements. 1 i Kir ; 
When the Count had finiſhed his ſpeech, he deſired 


leave to call in his witneſſes, which was granted: 


when immediately there came to the bar a man with a 


hat drawn over his eyes in ſuch a manner that it was im- 


poſſible to ſee his face. He ſpoke in the ſpirit; nay, in 


the very language of the Count, repeated his argu: 


ments, and confirmed his aſſertions. Being aſked his 


name; he ſaid the world called him Mga c Aron; but 
as for his true name, his age, his lineage, his religion, 
his place of abode, they were particulars, which for 
certain reaſons he was obliged to conceal. The court 
found him ſuch a falſe, ſhuffling, prevaricating raſcal, 
that they ſet him aſide as a perſon unqualified to give 
his teſtimony in a court of juſtice; adviſing him at the 
ſame-time, as he tendered his ears, to forbear uttering 
ſuch notorious fal ſhoods as he had then publiſhed. - The 
witneſs. however perſiſted in his contumacy, telling 
them he was very ſorry to find, that notwithſtanding 
what he had ſaid, they were reſolved to be as arraut 
fools as all their forefathers had been for a hundred years 
before them.. 5 : : 53 
There came up another witneſs who ſpoke much to 

the reputation of Count Tarif. This was a tall, black, 
bluſtering perſon, dreſſed in a Spaxi/p habit, with a 
plume of feathers on his head, a Golillis about his neck, 
and a long Toledo ſticking out by his ſide; his garments 
were ſo covered with tinſel and ſpangles, that at a 
diſtance he ſeemed to be made up of filver — 

. | e 
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He called himſelf Don Ass IEN To, and mentioned 
ſeveral nations that had ſought his friendſhip 5 but de- 
clared that he had been gained over by the Count; and 
that he was come into theſe parts to enrich every one 
1 = that heard him. The court was at firſt very well pleaſed 
| with his figure, and the promiſes he made them; but 
| upon examination found him a true Spaniard: nothing 
| but thow and beggary. For it was fully proved, that 
notwithſtanding: the boaſts and appearance which he - 
| made, he was not worth a groat: nay, that upon caſt- 
; | ing up his annual expences, with the debts and incum- 
| 
| 


brances which lay upon his eſtate, he was worſe than 
nothing. | Wu ES” 2 
There appeared another witneſs in favour of the 
| Count, who ſpoke with ſo much violence and warmth, 
2 that the court began to liſten to him very attentively ; 
'F until upon hearing his name they found he was a noto- 
© || rious Knight of the poſt, being kept in pay, to give 
21 his teſtimony on all occaſions where it was wanted. 
This was the Examiner; a perſon who had abuſed 
almoſt every man in England, that deſerved well of his 
country. He called Goodman Fa2 a lyar, a ſeditious 
perſon, a traitor, and a rebel; and fo much incenſed 
| | | the honeſt man, that he would certainly have knocked 
1 him down if he could have come at him. It was al- 
| | lowed by every body, that ſo foul-mouthed a witneſs 
never appeared in any cauſe, Seeing ſeveral perſons of 
1 | great Eminence' who had maintained the cauſe of Good- 
3 | man Fa, he called them ideots, blockheads, villains, 
1 knaves, infidels, atheiſts, apoſtates, fiends and devils; 
1 never did man ſhow ſo much eloquence in ribaldry. The 
228 court was at length ſo juſtly provoked with this fellows p 
behaviour, who ſpared no age, no ſex, nor profeſſion, 
which had ſhown any friendſhip or inclination for the 
. plaintiff, that ſeveral began to whiſper to one another, 
it was high time to bring him to puniſhment. But the 
witneſs over-hearing the word pillory repeated twice or 
thrice, ſlunk away privately, and hid himſelf among 


: Y: * the people. 
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After a full hearing on both ſides, Count Tarif was 
caſt, and Goodman Fad pot his cauſe; but the court 
ſitting late, did not think it fit at that time to give him 
coſts, or indeed to enter into that matter. The honeſt 


man immediately retired, after having aſſured his friends, 


that at any time when the Count ſhould appear on the 


like occaſion, he would undertake their defence, and 


come to their aſſiſtance, if they would be at the pains to 
find him out. | 
It is incredible, how general a joy Goodman Fad's 
ſucceſs created in the city of London; there was nothin 
to be ſeen or heard the next day, but ſhaking of hands, 
congratulations, reflections on the danger they had 
eſcaped; and gratitude to thoſe who had delivered 
them from it. MED 
The night concluded with balls, bonfires, ringing of 
bells, and the like public demonſtrations of joy. / 
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T H E 
FHIG-EXAMINER, | 
* > 10 A 2 * X 14 1 . | 
rr Ne 1. Thurſday, September 14, 174. 1 
1 Neſcia mens hominum'fati ſortiſque future, "#3 
Et ſervare modum, rebus ſublata ſetundis! 3 


Nuno rempus erit, nagno cum optaverit emptum | 
utadum Pallanta, & cum ſpolia ifta diemgue | | 
Oderit.—— b 8 1 

75 iq 


"T* HE deſign of this work is to cenſure the writings _ 
of others, and to give all perſons a rehearing, wo F- 
have ſuffered under any unjuſt ſentence of the Examiner. ' 
As that Author has hitherto proceeded, his paper would | 
have been. more properly entitled the Executzoner: At 
leaſt his examination is like that which is made by the 
rack and wheel. I have always admired a critic that has 
d:ſcovered the beauties of an author, and never knew 
one who made it his buſineſs to laſh the faults of other 
writers, that was not guilty of greater himſelf; as the 
hangman is generally a worfe malefactor, than the eri - 
minal that ſuffers by his hand. Te prove What I ſæy, 
there needs no mote than to read the annotatĩons which 
this Author has made upon Dr. Garib's Poem, with the 1 
pres in the front, and a riddle at the end of them: L 
o begin with the firſt ; Did ever an advocate for a party - | 
open with ſuch an unfortunate aſſertion? The collective 
* body of the Whigs have already engroſſed ourmiches?? 
2079 ä ” 
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Tell me what animal is that, | 
Which has four feet at morning bright. 
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That is, in plain Engliſb, the Whigs are poſſeſſed of all 
the riches in the nation. Is net this giving upall he has 
been contending for theſe fix weeks? Is there any thing 
more reaſonable, than thoſe who have all the riches of 
the nation in their poſſeſſion, er if he likes his own 
Phraſe better, as indeed I think it is ſtronger; than thoſe 


who have already engroſſed our riches, ſhould have the 
management of our public treaſure, and the direction of 


our fleets and armies ? But let us proceed: Their re- 
« preſentive the Kit-Cat have pretended to make a 
© monopoly of our fenſe.' Well, but what does all this 
end in? If the Author means any thing it is this, That 
to prevent ſuch a monopoly of ſenſe, he is reſolved to 
deal in it himſelf by retail, and fell a pennyworth of it 
every week. In what follows, there is ſuch a ſhocking 
familiarity both in his railleries and civilities, that one 
cannot long be in doubt who is the Author. The re- 
maining part of the preface has ſo much of the pedant, 


and ſo little of the converſation of men in it, that I ſhall 
| = it over, and haſten to the riddles, which are as fol- 


WS. 


The RIDDLE. 


SHH INR was a monſter, that would eat 
Whatever ſtranger ſhe could get; 
Unleſs his ready wit diſclos' d q 

The ſubtle riddles ſhe propos'd. 

© Oedipus was reſolv'd to go, _ 

And try what ſtrength of parts could do. 
Says Sphinx, On this depends your fate: 


Has two at noon, and three at night? 
Tis man, ſaid he, who weak by nature, 
At firſt creeps, like his fellow-creature, 

- Upon 
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Upon all four: As years accrue, «+ | 
With ſturdy ſteps he walks on two: _, 
In age, at length, grown weak and ſick, 
Far his third leg adopts the flick. 
Nor in your turn, *tis juſt, methinks, 
You ſhould reſolve me, Madam Sphinx, 
What. ſtranger creature yet is ge, 
Who has four legs, then two, then three; 
Then loſes one, then gets two more, 


And runs away at laſt on four. 


The firſt part of this little myſtical poem is an old 
riddle, which we could have told the meaning of, had 
not the Author given himſelf the trouble of explaining 
it: But as for the expoſition: of the ſecond, he leaves us 
altogether in the dark. The riddle runs thus: What 
creature is it that walks upon four legs in the morning, 
two legs at noon, and three legs at night? This he 
ſolves, as our forefathers have done for theſe two thou- 
ſand years; and not according to Rabelais, who gives ano- 
ther reaſon why a man is faid to be a creature with three 
legs at night. Then follows the ſecond riddle: What 


| creature, ſays he, is it that firſt uſes four legs, then two 
legs, then three legs; then loſes one leg, then gets two 


legs, and at laſt runs away upon four legs ? Were I diſpoſed 
to be ſplenetic, I ſhould aſk if there was any thing in 
the new garland of riddles * fo wild, ſo childiſh, or ſo 
flat: But though [dare not go ſo far as that; I ſhall take 
upon me to ſay, that the author has ſtolen his hint out 
of: the garland; from a riddle which I was better ac- 


 guainted with than the Mile when I was but twelve years 


old. It runs thus, riddle-my riddle my ree, what is 


this ? Two legs fat upon three legs, and held one leg in 
her hand; in came four legs, and ſnatched away one 
leg; up ſtarted two legs, and flung three legs at four 
legs, and brought one leg back again. This enigma, 
joined with the foregoing two, rings all the changes that 
can be made upon four 8 That I may deal more 


ingenu- 
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-1ngenuouſly. with my reader than the above-mentioned 
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enigmatiſt has done, I ſhall preſent him with a key to 


my riddle; which upon application he will find exactly 


titted to all the words of it: One leg is a leg of mutton, 


two legs is a ſervant-maid, three legs is a joint-ſtool, 


which in the Spbinux's country was called a tripod as 
four legs is a dog, who in all nations and ages has heen 


reckoned a quadruped, We have now the expoſition of 


our firſt and third riddles upon legs; let us here, if you 


, pleaſe, endeavour to find out the meaning of our ſecond, 


which is thus in the Author's words: 


What ftranger creature yet is he. 8 
That has four legs, then two, then three 

Then loſes one, then gets two more, 

And runs away at laſt.on four? 


This riddle, as the 'Poer tells us, was propofed by 


Oedipus to the Sphinx, after he bad given his ſolution 


to that which the Sphinx had propoſed to him. This 
Oedipus, you muſt underftand, though the people did 
not believe it, was ſon to a King of Thebes, and bore 


a particular grudge to the Treaſurer of that kingdom; 
which made him ſo bitter upon H. L. in this enigma. 


What firanger creature yet is he, | 
That has four legs, chen 4wo; then three? 


By which he- intimates, that this-great man at Thebes - 


being: weak by nature, as he admirably expreſſes it, 


could not walk as ſoon as he was born, but, like other 


children, fell upon all four When he attempted it; that he 
afterwards went upon two legs, like other men; and that 
in hie more advanced, age, he got a white ſtaff in Queen 
Jocaſtals court, which the, Author calls his third leg. 


Nou it ſo happened that the treaſurer fell, and by that 
means broke his third leg, which is intimated by tbe 
next words, Then loſes one — Thus far I think we 


have travelled through the riddle with good * 
| | 72 Wha 


— 


Tir. Wing — * * 


What ſtranger exeature yet is he 
That has four r legs, then two, eee 24 
Then loſes one. ae 


'$ 


But now eomes the Agel, that has be wha " 


town, and which I m confeſ 5 
ang de abe, u confe R gh FPS ANA W. 


un. gets tug mare. 
duns AWAY at lahon fours. 


Lat laſt: thought, the, Treaurer. of Sela might FI Top 
walked upon crutches, and ſo ran away on four legs, 
u. two natural and t artificial But this I have no 
authority for; and th upon mature conſideration 
do find that the words (Then gets two more) are only 
Greek expletives, introduced to: make up the verſe, an 
to ſignify nothing; and: that Runs, in the next line, 
ſhould be Rides. I ſhall therefore reſtore the true ancient 


reading of this riddle, aller- which it will be e 
explain itſelf. | 


Ocdipus | ſ peaks: 3 
Noy in your turn, *tis juſt e J 
You ſhould reſolve me, Madam Sphings.. 
What ſtranger creature yet is he, 
Who has four legs, then two, then threes: 
Then loſe one, then gains two more, 
And rides ney at laſt on foue?- | 


7 1 T + 
L 4 


I muſt now, inform the reader, that Thebes was oy thy, 
continent, ſo that it was eaſy for a man to. ride out o 

its dominions on horſeback, an advantage. that a Britiſh 
Stateſman would be deprived of. If he would run away, 
he muſt do it © in an open boat;? for to ſay of an wes, > 
liſeman in this ſenſe, that he runs away on all four, would 


O 4 
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be as abſurd as to ſay, he clapped ſpurs to his horſe 

at St. James s gate, and galloped away to the Hague. 
Before I take my farewel of this ſubject, I ſhall adviſe 

' the Author for the future to ſpeak his meaning more 


lainly. I allow he bas a happy talent at doggrel, when 
writes upon a known ſubjedt: Where he tells us in 


plain intelligible language, how Syri/ca's ladle was loſt 


in one hole, and Hans CarvePs finger in another, he is 


very jocular and diverting; but when he wraps a lam- 
poon in a riddle, he muſt conſider that his jeſt is loſt to 
every one, but the few merry wags that are in the ſecret. 
This is making darker ſatires than ever Perſius did. Af- 


ter this curſory view of the Examiner's performance, let 


us conſider his remarks upon the Doctor's. That gene- 


ral piece of raillery which he paſſes upon the Doctor's 
conſidering the Treaſarer in ſeveral different views, is 
that w_—_ fall upon any poem in Waller, or any 


Other writer who has diverſity of thoughts and alluſions :. 
And though it may appear a pleaſant ridicule to an ig- 


norant reader, is wholly groundleſs and unjuſt. I do 


« 2 being poiſed, and of the * retrieving merit 
from dependence, which are very beautiful and poe- 
tical. It is the ſame cavilling ſpirit that finds fault with 
that expreſſion of the.* pomp of peace among the woes 
of war,” as well as of * offering unaſked.” 1 

Nile, how ITcarus and Phaeton came to be joined with it, 
I cannot conceive. I muſt confeſs they have been for- 
merly uſed to repreſent the fate of raſh ambitious men; 
and I cannot imagine why the Author ſhould deprive us 
of thoſe particular ſimiles for the future, The next 
criticiſm upon the ſtars, ſeems introduced for no other 
_ reaſon but to mention Mr. Bickerftaf, whom the Author 


. likewiſe diſſent with the Examiner, upon the phraſes of 


= 


s for the 


every where endeavours to imitate and abuſe. But 1 


ſhall refer the Examiner to the frog's advice to her little 
one, that was blowing itſelf up to the ſize of an ox: 


% 


—Non 


% 
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en fi te ruperis, inguit, 
Par eri. 3 


The alluſion to the victim may be a gallimatia in 
French politics, but is an apt and noble alluſion to a 
true Engliſh ſpirit. And as for the Eæaminer's remarks 
on the word bleed (though a man would laugh to ſee 
impotent malice ſo little able to contain itſelf) one can- 
not but obſerve in them the temper of the banditti whom 
he mentions in the ſame paper, who alway murder where 
they rob. The laſt obſervation is upon the line, In- 
* gratitude's a weed of every elime.“ Here he is very 
much out of humour with the Doctor for having called 
that the weed, which Dryden only terms the growth, of 
every clime. But for God- ſake, why ſo much tender- 
neſs for ingratitude. FRY | 

But I ſhall ſay no more. We are now in an age where-- 
in impudent affarcions moſt- paſs for arguments: And I 
do do not queſtion but the ſame, who has endeavoured: 
here to prove that he who wrote the Diſpenſary was no 
Poet, will very ſuddenly undertake to ſhew, that he who 

gained the battle of Blenheim is no General. 


— 3 — tt. A 8 


„ 7 74 


— 


N⸗ 2. Thurſday, September 21. 


— 


4 


— abo, 3 

Et cantare pares— - | Virg. 
* Never yet knew an Author that had not his admirers. 
I Bunyan and Quarles have paſſed through ſeveral edi- 
tions, and pleaſe as many readers, as Dryden and 71. 
lor ſon. The Examiner had not written two half. ſheets of 
paper before he met with one that was aſtoniſhed at the 
force he was maſter of, and approaches him with awe, 

8 n Os when 
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when he mentions ſtate- ſubjects, as ineroaching on the 
province that belonged to him,” and treating of things 
that deſerved to paſs under his pen.“ The fame hum- 
ble Autbor tells us, thatthe Fxaminer can furnifh. mankind 
with an Antidote to the poiſon that is ſcattered through 
* the nation.“ This erying up of the Examiner's anti- 


dote, puts me in mind of the firſt appearance that a cele - 


brated French quack made in the ſtreets. of Paris. K 
litele boy walked before bim, publiſning, with a. ſhrill 
voice, Mon pure gyerit toutes. ſorter d maladies, My fa - 
tber cures all ſorts of diſtem pers. To which the Doctor. 
who walked behind him, added in a grave and compoſed 
manner, Legſunt dit vrai, The child ſays true“ 
Tbat the reader may ſee. what party the Aythor of 
this letter is of, I ſhall ſhew how he ſpeaks of the French 
King and the Duke of Anjou, and how of our greateſt. 
allies, the Emperor of Germazry and the States-General. 
In the mean while the French King bas withdrawn his 
troops from Spain, and has put it out of his power to 
* reſtore chat monarchy to us. was he reduced lou enough 
really to de ſice to do it. The Duke of Anjou has had. 
© leifure to take off thoſe whom he ſuſpeRed, ta con rm 
© his friends, to regulate his revenues, to increaſe and form 
* his troops, and above all, to rouſe that ſpirit in the Sa- 
niſp nation, which aſucceſhonoflazy and indolentPrinces- 
had lulled afleep. From hence it appears probable enough 
© that if the war continue much longer on the preſent 
foot, inſtead of regaining Spain, we ſhall find the Duke 
of Anjou in a condition to pay the debt of gratitude, and 
© ſupport the grandfather in his declinipg years ; by whoſe 
arms, in the days of his infancy, he was upheld.” What 
expreſſions of tenderneſs, duty and-fubmiffion }: the pa- 
negyric on the Duke of Anjou, is by much the beſt writ- 
ten part of this whole letter; the apolagy for the French 
King, is indeed the ſame, which, the Heft. ey has often 
made, but worded with greater defetencs and reſpe tt to 
chat great Prince, Theze ace many, Rrokes. of the Aur 
chor's good · will to our confederates, the Durch and. the. 
Emperor, in ſeveral parts of this natahle egiftle; Lg 
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only quote one of Es alluding to the congefn which,” - 
9 — : 


the, Bank, the States, General, and the Emperor, e 
preſſed for the miniſtry by their humble applications td, 
her Majeſty in theſe words. VFA 

* Not daunted yet, they reſolve to try a new expegi - 
« ent, and he intereſt of Furope is to be repreſented a... 
« inſeparable from that of the miniſters, ss 


Flectere fi-nequeunt ſuperos, Acheronta mavebunt. 


»The members of the Bank, the Dutch, and the court 
of Vienna, are called in as confederates to the mini- 
* ftry.* This, in the mildeſt Engliſb it will bear, runs 
thus. They are reſolved to look for help where- ever 
they can find it; if they cannot have it from heaven, 
they will go to hell for it:“ That is, to the members 
of the Bank, the Dutch, and the court of Vienna. he 
French King, the Pope, and the Devil, have been often 
joined together by a well-meaning Engl; man; but I 
am very much ſurpriſed to ſee the Bank, the Datch, and: 
the court of Vienna, in ſach company. We may ſtill ſee, 
the Gentleman's principles in the accounts which he 
gives of his own country; ſpeaking. of: the General, 
*. the quondam Treaſurer, and the Junto, which every, 
one knows comprehends the Whigs, in their utmoſt ex- 
tent; he adds, in oppoſition to them, For the Qael n 
* and the whole body of the Brite nation, :? 


Ia Engliſh, 
een ee 
How properly the Tories may be called the whole body 
of the Briti/þ nation, I leave to any one's judging; And. 
wonder how an Author can be ſo diſreſpectfual to her 


Majeſty, as to ſeparate ber in ſo ſaucy a manner fromm 
N 73 1 * . nl tf Sad „ that 
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that part of her people, who, according to the Examiner 
Himſelf, © have engroſſed the riches of the nation; and 
all this to join her, with ſo much impudence, under 
the common denomination of, We, that is WE Queen 
© and. Tories' are cy phers. Nos numerus ſumus is a ſcrap 
of Latin more impudent than Cardinal Wool/ey's Ego 6&5 
Rex meus. We find the ſame particle WE, uſed with 
great emphaſis and ſignificancy in the eighth page of 
this letter; But, nothing deciſive, nothing which had 
* the appearance of earneſt, has been ſo much as at- 
* tempted, except that wiſe expedition to T houlon, which 
W ſuffered to be defeated before it began.” Who- 
ever did, God forgive them : There were indeed ſeveral 
| ſtories of diſcoveries made, by letters and meſſengers that 
were ſent to France. : „ e wlht 
Having done with the Author's party and principles, 
we ſhall now conſider his performance, under the three 
heads of wit, language, and argument. The firſt laſh of 
hisfatire falls upon the Cenſor of Great. Britain, who, ſays 
he; reſembles the famous Cenſor of Rome, in nothing 
but eſpouſing the © cauſe of the vanquiſhed.” Our letter- 
writer here Aludes to that known verſe in Lacan, | 


Viftrix cauſa Diis placuit, ſed widaa Catoni. 


© The Gods eſpouſed the cauſe of the conquerors, but 
Cato eſpouſed the cauſe of the vanquiſhed.” The miſ- 
fortune is, that this verſe was not written of Cato the 
Cenſor, but of Cato of Utica. How Mr. Bicker/taff who 
has written in favour of a party that is not vanquiſhed, 
reſembles the younger Cato, who was not a Roman Cenſor, 
I do not well conceive, unleſs it be in ſtruggling for the 
| liberty of his country. To fay therefore, that the Cenſor 
of Great - Britain reſembles that famous Cen/ox of Rome in 
nothing but eſpouſing the cauſe of the vanquiſhed ;* 
is juſt the ſame as if one ſhould ſay, in regard to the 
many obſcure truths and ſecret hiſtories that are brought 
to light in this letter, that the author of theſe new re- 
velations reſembles the ancient author of the reve tions 
in nothing but venturing his head.“ Beſides that _ 
| wou 
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would be no ground for ſuch a reſemblance, would not 
a man be laughed at by every common reader, ſhould he- 
thus miſtake one St. John for another, and apply that to 
St. John the Evangelift which relates to St. Jobn the 
Baptiſt, who died many years before him? DT 
Another ſmart touch of the author we meet with 
in the fifth page, where, without any. preparation, he- 
breaks out all on a ſudden into a vein of poetry; and 
inſtead of writing a letter to the Fxamizer,. gives advice: 
to a painter in theſe ſtrong lines: Paint, Sir, with that 
force which you are maſter of, the preſent ſtate of the 
war abroad; and expoſe to the public view thoſe prin · 
«.ciples upon which, of late, it has been carried on, ſo. 
different from thoſe upon which it was originally en- 
tered into. Collect ſome fewof the indignities which-. 
© have been this year offered to her Majeſty, and of thoſe- 
* unnatural ftruggles which have betrayed the weakneſs? 
of a ſhattered conſtitution.* By the way, a man may 
be ſaid to paint a battle, or if you pleaſe, a war; but I 
do not ſee how it is poſſible to paint the preſent ſtate of 
a war. So a man may be faid to defcribe or to collect 
accounts of indignities and unnatural ſtruggles; but to 
collect the things themſelves, is a figure which this Gen- 
tleman has introduced into our Engliſb proſe. Well, but: 
what will be the uſe of this picture of a ſtate of the war? 
And this collection of indignities ad — It ſeems. 
the chief deſign of them 1s to make a dead man blufn, 
as we may ſee in thoſe inimitable lines which immedi- 
ately follow: And when this is done, B—— ſhalk 
© bluſh in his grave among the dead, /a/pole among the 
living, and even Volpone * ſhall feel ſome remorſe.” 
Was there ever any thing, I will not ſay fo ſtiff and ſo 
unnatural, but fo brutal and fo filly ! this is downright 
hacking and hewing in ſatire. But we ſee a maſter-piece 
of this kind of writing in the twelfth page ; where with- 
out any refpe@ to a Duicheſs of Great - Britain, a Prin- 


* 


” 


*The Earl of Godolphin, a nick-name given him by Doctor Sa- 
cheverel, in one of his ſermons, W +2 = 
| 3 
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eeſs of the Empire, and one who was a boſom friend of 
her Royal Miſtreſs, he calls a great Lady. an inſolent 
woman, the worſt of her ſex, a fury, an-executioner of 


divine vengeance, a plague; and applies to her a line 


which Virgil writ originally upon Ale. One would. 
think this foul- moutbed writer muſt have received ſome 
articular injuries, either from this great Lady or from 
| $4 huſband; and: theſe. the world ſhall be ſoon ac- - 
quainted with, by a book. which is now in the preſs, 
entitled, An eſſay towards proving that gratitude is 
«*:no virtue.“ This author is fall of: ſatire, and is ſo 
22 one chat is pleaſed with the Duke, of - 
Merlberough's victories, that he goes ont of his way to 
abuſe one of the Queen's ſinging · men, who it ſeems did 
his beſt to celebrate a thankſgiving-day in an anthem; 
as yon may ſee. in that paſſage: Towns have been 
taken and battles have been won; the mob has huz- 
 *:2acd round ,bonfires, the ſtentor of the chapel. has 
©; trained. his throat in the gallery, and the ftentor of 
©; Sarum has deafened his audience from the pulpit.” 
Fhus you ſee. how like a true ſon of: the high- church, 
he: falls upon a learned and reverend prelate, and for no 
other crime, but for preaching with an audible voice. 
If a man lifts up his voice like a trumpet to preach ſe- 
dition, he is received by ſome men as a confeſſor; but 
if he cries. aloud, and ſpares: not, to animate- people 
with devotion. and gratitude, for the: greateſt public. 
bleſſings that ever were, beſtowed on a ſinful nation, he 
is reviled — a _ 6 CAA IT i 
L promiſed in tbe next place to conſider the language 
of 1 author, who 1 find takes himſelf for 8 . 
orator. In the firſt page he, cenſures ſeveral for the” 
poiſon which they ©. profuſely. ſcatter' through the na- 
tion; that is, in plain Ezgliſb, for ſquandering away. 
their paiſon.“ In the ſecond he talks of carrying 
„ probability throught the. thread of a fable ;? and in 
the third, © of laying an odium at a man's door.“ 10 
the fourth, he, riſes ip his expreſſions; where he ſpeaks 
op tho Re ho} Nala 1 people, car th 
— ; s Gener 
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© General, the * Freaſurer, and the Junto, are = 
* the only objects of the confidence of the alhes, and of | 
* the fears of the enemies.” I would adviſe this author 
at Lu beauty of this expreffion. Suppoſe a foreign 
Miniſter ſhould” addreſs her Majeſty in the following 
manner, (for certainly it is her Majeſty only to whom 
the ſenſe of the compliment ought to be paid) Madam, 
you are, the object of the conſidence of the allies ; ar 
Madam, your Majeſty is the only object of the fears 
of the enemies.“ Would a man think that he had 
learned Engliſh? I would have the author try, by the 
ſame rule, ſome of his other phraſes, as page ſeven, 
where he tells us, That the balance of power in 
Europe would be ſtil} precarious.” What would a tradeſ- 
man think, if one ſhould: tell him in a paſſion, that his 
* ſcales were precarious ;? and mean by it, that they 
were. © not fixed?” In the thirteenth page be ſpeaks of 
certain *. profligate. wretches who having uſurped. the 

© rayat Gate relalved to, venture overtarning the cha- 
riot of gayerpwent, rather than to, loſę their place in 
ite . A plain-ſpolen man would haye left the Chariot 
opt of this ſentence, and ſa. have made it good pa 
As it is thete, it is nat only an 1 af iety of fpeechs . 
but of metaphor. it being lmpoſib fax a man to have 
a. place in the charigt Which he drives, 1 would chere - 
fore adviſe chis Gentleman, in the next edition of his 
letter, to change the Chariot of govern. ent into the, 
beate N N wo 1 | yay. and 
erve his bag Au hetfer. I. cold de. m d 
Errata PEN Fall work, but will ae this 
head with taking notice of a certain figure which was 
unknown to the ancients, and in which this letter-writer 
very much excels. This is called by ſome an Anticli- 
max, an inſtance of which we have in the tenth page; 
where he tells us, that Britain may expect to have this 
only glory left her, That ſhe has proved a farm to 
the bank, a province to Holland, and a jeſt to the 
whole world.“ I never met with ſo ſadden a downfal 
in ſo promiſing a ſentence; * a jeſt to the whole world,“ 
i . * 


this Letter, I ſhall leave until another. occaſion... 
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gives ſuch an unexpected turn to this happy period, 
that I was heartily troubled and. ſurpriſed: to meet with 
it. I do not remember in all my reading, to have ob- 
ferved more than two couplets of verſes that have been 
written in this. figure; the firſt are thus quoted by Mr. 


. 
But alſo 7/ington has heard the ſame.. 


The other are in French, 


Alea wous, lui dit il, fans bruit chez; wos parens;. 
Ou vous avesx laifſe votre honneur et vos gens. 


* 


But we need not go further than the letter before us 
for examples of this nature, as we may find in page the 
eleventh. * Mankind remains convinced, that a Queen 
poſſeſſed of all the virtues requiſite to bleſs a nation, 
or make a private family happy, fits on the throne.” 
Is this panegyric or burleſque ?- Po: ſee fo glorious a 
Queen celebrated in fuch' a manner, gives every good 
fubje&' a ſecret indignation ; and looks like Scarrons 
character of the great Queen Semiramis, who, ſays that 
author, was the founder of Babylon, Conqueror of 
& the Zaft; and an excellent houſewife,” 
The third ſubject, being the argumentative part of: 


7 


Thurſday; 
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No 4 " Thurſday, September 28. 


K * n >. a.” 
— 


— Non defenſoribus iſtis 
Tempus eget.— : 
1 Was once talking with an old humdrum fellow, and 
before I had heard his ſtory out, was called away 

by buſineſs. About three years after I met him again, 
when he immediately re-aſlumed the thread of his ſtory, 
and began his ſalutation with, but Sir, as I was a telling 
you.“ The ſame method has been made uſe of by 
very polite writers; as, in particular, the author of Don 
Quiæote, who inſerts ſeveral novels in his works, and 
after a parentheſis of about a dozen leaves, returns again 
to his ſtory. Hudibras has broke off the Adventure of 
© the Bear and Fiddle.” The Taler has frequently in- 
terrupted the courſe of a lucubration, and taken it. up 


again after a fortnight's reſpite ; as the Examiner, Who 


is capable of imitating bim in this particular, has like- 
wil done | . 
This may ſerve as an apology for my poſtponing the 


examination of the argumentative part of the Letter 


© to the Examiner to a further day, though I muſt con- 


curious piece of antiquity ; which, without preface or 
application, was introduced as follows: l 


. Aleibiades was a man of wit and pleaſure, bred up 


4 in the ſchool of Socrates; and one of the beſt orators 


« of his age, notwithſtanding he lived at a time when 


„ learning was at its higheſt pitch: He was likewiſe 


very famous for his military exploits, having _ 


4 


. 
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| Virg. 
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feſs, this was occahoned by a letter which I received 
laſt poſt, Upon opening it, I found it to contain a very 
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great conqueſts over the Lacedænoniant, who had 
8 been the confederates of his countrymen 
« againſt the great King of Pera, hut were at that time 
in alliance with tbe Perſſans. He had been once fo 
« far miſrepreſented and traduced by the malice of his 
«« enemies, that. the prieſts.curſed him. But after.the__ 
% great ſervices which he had done for his country, 
« they publicly repealed their curſes, and changed them 
«« intq ene . and benedictions. i 

* Plutarch tells us, in the life of AMeibiades, that 
« one Taureas, an obſcure man, contended with him 
% for a certain prize, which was to be conferred by 
e vote; at which time each of the competitors re. 
«commended: himſelf to the Athexians by an oration, 
4% The ſpeech which Alcibiades made on that. occaſion, 
* has been lately diſcovered among the manuſeripts of 
% King's: college in Cambridge; and communicated to me 
4 by my learned friend Doctor Bentley; who tells me, 
that by a marginal note it appears, that this Taureas, 
1 or, as the Doctor rather chooſes to call him, Toryas, 
«©. was an Aibenian brewer. This ſpeech I have tranſ- 
*. lated literally, changing very little in it, except where 
«it was abſolutely neceſſary to make it underſtood by 
% an Exgl;ſo:reader. It is as follows: LET RES! 


* FS it then poſſible, O ye Athenians, that I who. 
% hitherto. have had none but Generals to oppoſe 
me, muſt now have an artiſan for my antagoniſt? 
That I wbo have overthrown the Princes of Lace- 
damon, maſt now) ſee myſelf in danger of being 
_ ©. defeated: by a brewer? What will the world ſay of 
4. the goddeſs that preſides over you, ſhould they ſup- 
poſe you follow ber dictates? would they think ſhe. 
% aCted like herſelf, like the great Minerva ? would 
they now-ſay, ſhe inſpires her ſons with wiſdom? or 
would they not rather, ſay, ſhe has a ſecond. time 
_*© choſen owls: for her favourites? but O ye. men of 
% Aebent, what has this man done to deſerve, your 
e voices? you ſay he is honeſt; I believe it, —— 
N | ore 
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his calling: And is he not grown rich by it? let him 


44 have your cuſtom but not your votes: You are now- 
to caſt your eyes on thoſe who can detect the artifices + 
„of the common enemy, that can diſappoint your 
„ ſecret foes in council, and your open ones in the 


* ffeld. Let it not avail my competitor, - that he has 


„been tapping his liquors, while I have been ſpilling 
my blood; that he has been gathering hops for you, 
«+ while I have been reaping laurels: Have I not borne 
the daſt and heat of the day, while he has been 
„ ſweating at the furnace? behold theſe ſcars, be- 


4 hold this wound which ftill bleeds in your ſerviee; 


% hat can Taureas ſſie w you of this nature? what are 
«- his marks of honour? has he any other wound about 
«, him, except the accidental ſcaldings of his wort, or 
«©: bruiſes from-the tub or barrel? let it not, O Athe- : 
% nians, let it not be ſaid, that your Generals have 
«© conquered themſelves into your diſpleaſure, and loſt 
«your favour by gaining you viQtories, Shall thoſe 
„ atchievements that have. redeemed the preſent aye 
«: from {lavery, be undervalued by thoſe who feel the 
e benefits of them? ſhall thoſe names that have made 
our city the glory of the whole | earth, be mentioned 
4 in it with 2 and detraction? will not your 
eir forefathers, when they ſhall 
read in the annals of their country, that Aleibiaare 
*in the ninetieth olympiad; after having conquered the 
«. Lacedemonians, and recovered Byzantium, contended 
% for-a-prize againft T avreas the'brewer ? the compe- 
0 tition is diſhonburable, the defeat would be ſhameful. 
4% I ſhall not however flacken my endeavours for the 
S ſecurity of my country. If ſhe is ungrateful, ſhe is 
«; ſtill· Athens. On the contrary, as ſhe will ſtand more 
„in need of defence, when ſhe has ſo degenerate a 
<<: people; I will purſue' my victories, until ſuch time 
«ag it ſhall be out of your power to hurt yourſelves, _ 


<< poſterity bluſh at t 


* and that you may be in ſafety even under your 
<c- preſent leaders. But oh! thou genius of Arbens, 
TEE 0 | „ vhither 
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in fore he ſhall brew for me. You ſay is he aſſiduous in 
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whither art thou fled ? where is now the' race of thoſe 


glorious ſpirits that periſhed at the battle of Thermo- 


% pylæ, and fought upon the plains of Marasbon? are» 


you .weary of conquering, or have you forgotten the 


<< oath which you took at Agraulos, That you would 

look upon the bounds of Aitica to be thoſe foils only 
which are incapable of bearing wheat and barley, 
vines and ohves?? „ conſider your enemies the Lace- 
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demonians; did you ever hear that they preferred a 
coffee-man to Ageflaus ? no, though their Generals 


have been unfortunate, though they have loft ſeveral. 


battles, - though they have not been able to cope 


with the troops of Athens, which 1 have conducted; 
they are comforted and condoled, nay, celebrated 
and extolled, by their fellow-citizens. Their Gene- 


. rals have been received with honour after their defeat, 
«ce 


yours. with ignominy after conqueſt, Are there not 


men of Taureas's temper and character, who tremble 
in their hearts at the name of rhe great King of 
Pera? who have been againſt entering into a war 
with him, or for making a peace upon baſe conditions 

that have grudged thoſe contributions which have ſet 
our country at the head of all the goverments of 
Greece? that would diſhonour thoſe who have raiſed 
her to ſuch a pitch of glory ? that would betray thoſe 
liberties which your fathers in all ages have purchaſed 
or recovered with their blood? and would | oped 


your fellow-citizens with as much rigour and fury, as 


of late years we have attacked the common enemy? 


I ſhall trouble you no more, O ye men of Athens ;; 


you know my actions, let my antagoniſt relate what 
be has done for you. Let him produce his vats and 
. tubs, in oppoſition te the heaps of arms and fland-- 
ards which were employed againſt you, and which, 

I have wreſted out of the hands of your enemies. 
And wber this is done, let him be brought into the 
4 


field of election upon his dray- cart; and if I can 


%  fiviſh my conqueſt ſooner, I will not fail to meet 


Gods! 
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* Gods! let not the King of Perfa laugh at the fall 
„ of Alcibiades let him not ſay,” the Abeniant have 
© avenged me upon their own Generals; or let me 
de rather ſtruck dead by the hand of a Lacedemonian, 
than diſgraced by the voices of my fellow-citizens.” 
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N 4. Thurſday, October 35. 
Satis eloquentie, ſapientiæ parum. Sal 


Udibras has defined nonſenſe, as Coabley does wit, 

by negatives. . Nonſenſe, ſays. he, is that which 

is neither true nor falſe. Theſe two great properties of 
nonſenſe, which are always eſſential to it, give it ſuch 
a peculiar advantage over all other writings, that it is 
incapable of being either anſwered or contradicted. It 
"ſtands upon its own baſis like a rock of adamant; ſecured 
by its natural ſituation againſt all conqueſts or attacks. 
There is no one place about it-weaker than another, 


to favour an enemy in his approaches. The major and 


the minor are of equal ſtrength. Its queſtions admit of 
no reply, and its. aſſertions are not to be invalidated. 
A man may as well hope to diſtinguiſh colours in the 
midſt of darkneſs as to find out what to apprave and 
diſapprove in nonſenſe: you may as well aſſault an 
army that is buried in intrenchments. If it affirms any 


thing, you cannot lay hold of it; or if it denies, you 


cannot confute it, In a word, there are greater depths 
and obſcurities, greater intricacies and perplexities, in 
an elaborate and well-written piece of nonſenſe, than 
in the moſt abſtruſe and profound tract of ſchool-divinity. 
. After, this ſhort .panegyric upon. nonſenſe, which 
may appear as extravagant to an ordinary reader, as 
Eraſmus's © Encomium of folly ;' I muſt here ſolemnly 
proteſt, that I have not done it to curry favour with my 
BER antagoniſt, 
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antagoniſt, or to reflect n in an oblique:manner 


upon the Letter tothe I have no private 
.conſiderations to warpme in this controverſy, fince wy 
"firſt entering upon at... But before I, proceed any further, 
bDecauſe it may be of great uſe to me in this diſpute, 8 
late the whole nature of nonſenſe; and becauſe it is a 
_ſabjeR_entirely new, IL mult take notice that-there-are 
"two 1 vis. high nonſenſe and low nonſenſe. 
op -- nſenſe is the: talent of a cold phlegmatic 
N at in a poòr diſpirited ſtile creeps along ſer- 
vilely through darkneſs ol confuſion, A writer of this 
complexion propes his way ſoftly pong. ſelf contra» 
"ditions, and grovels in abſurdities. 


: Videri wult pauper, & ANTS 


Me has Waiber wit nor ſenſe, and pretends to none, 2 

On the contrary, your high nonſenſe bluſters and 
makes a noiſe; it "Nalks upon hard words, and rattles 
. through polyſyllables. It is loud and ſonorous, ſmooth. 

and periodical, . It has ſomething in it like manlineſs 

"and force, and makes one think of the name of Sir 

Zercules Nonſenſe in the play called, The Neſt of Fools.” 

n a word, your high nonſenſe has a majeſtic appear- 

Aer wears a moſt tremendous garb, like Ber 8 
aſs clothed in a lion's Rin. 

Wen Arifoile lay upon his gesch bed, and was afced 
-whom he would appoint for his ſueceſſor i in the ſchool, 
two, of- his ſcholars being candidates for it; be called 

*for two different ſorts of wine, and by the character 
which bg gore of them, denoted the different qualities 
"and perfections that ſhewed themſelves in the Kite and 
,writings of each of the competitors, ' As rational writ- 
ans $3 have been repreſented-by wine; 1 ſhall perſon 

hoſe: Finds of wxitivgs we are now ſpeaking of, by 


all- b 
_ "Low, gegen, is Tike that in the bafrel, Which. Ie Glo- 
i at, taftele and.infipid, High nonſenſe is ike 


tis, the FIRES. Which has in reality N eee 
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and fpirit than the other, but frets. and flies, and 
"bounces, and by the help of a little wind that is; g6t 
Into it, imitates the paſſions of a much nobler liquor. 
We meet with a tow. grovelling nonſenſe in every 
| Urub. tet production > but I think there are none of 
our preſent writers who have bit the ſublime in non- 
*"Fenſe, "beſides Dôctor Sacheverelt in divinity, and the 
| Author f this letter in politics; between whoſe charac- 
ters in their reſpeRive profeſſions, there ſeems to be a 
Very nice reſemblance. 1 3 
: iT here is fill another qualification in nonſenſe which 
Imüſt "not paſs over, being that which. gives it the laſt 
iniſhing*and” perfection, and eminently diſcovers itſelf 
In the letter to the Examitier.—This is when an author 
Without'any meaning, ſeems to have it; and ſo impoſes 
upon us by the ſound and ranging of his words, that 
one is apt to fancy they ſignify ſomething. Any one 
who treads this letter, as he goes through it, will lie 
under the ſame delufion ; but after having read it, let 
him conſider what he has learnt from it, and he will 
immediately diſcover the deceit. -I did not indeed at 
Frſt imagine there was in it ſuch a jargon of ideas, ſuch 
an inconſiſtency of notions, ſuch a confuſion of particles, 


That rather puzzle than connect the ſenſe, which in 


ſome places he ſeems to have aimed at, as I found upon 
my "nearer peruſal of it: Nevertheleſs, as nobod: 
writes a book without meaning ſomething, though he 
may not have the faculty of writ) 0g conſequentially, and 
i he, from meaning; I think I have with a great deal 
of attention and difficulty found out what this Gentle. 
man would ſay, had he the gift of utterance. The 
"ſyſtem of his politics, when diſembroiled and cleared of 
all thoſe incoherences and independent matters that are 
Woven into this motley peice, will be as follows: The 
conduct of the late miniſtry is conſidered firſt of all in 
Yeſpe& to foreign affairs, and ſecondly to domeſtic :- Ag 
do the firſt, he tells üs, chat the motives which en- 
piped Britain in the preſent war, were both wiſe and 
* Sefierous ;* ſo that the miniſtry is cleared as to chat 
„„ End SIE © 
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particular. Theſe motives he tells us, * were to reſtore 


the Spantſh monarchy to the houſe of AHuftria, and to 


« regain a barrier for Holland. The laſt of theſe two 


© motives, he ſays, was effectually anſwered by the re- 
© duftion of the Nerherlands in the year 1706, or might 


have been ſo by the conceſſions which it is notorious = 
that the enemy offered.“ So that the miniſtry are 
here blamed for not contenting themſelves with the 
barrier they had gained in the year 1706, nor with the 
conceſſions which the enemy then offered. The other 
motive of our entering into a war, wiz. © The reſtor- 
ing the Spani/ſs monarchy to the houſe of 4u/ria,” he 


tells us, © remained till in its full force; and we were 
told, ſays he, that though the barrier of Holland 
was ſecured, the trade of Britain and the balance of 
power in Europe would be till precarious :. Spain 


therefore muſt be conquered,* He then loſes himſelf 
in matter foreign to his purpoſe: But what he endea- 


vours in the ſequel of Vis diſcourſe, is to ſhew, that we 


have not taken the proper method to recover the Spani/ 
monarchy ;. that the whole ſtreſs of the war has been 
* wantonly laid where France is beſt able to keep us at 
a bay ;* that the French King has made it impoſſible 
for himſelf, to give up Spain, and that the Dake of 
Anjou has made it as impoſlible for us to conquer it: 
"Nay, that inftead of regaining Spain, we ſhall find 
© the Duke of 4njou in a condition to pay the debt of 
« 'gratitude, and ſupport the grandfather in his declining 


\« years, by hoſe arms in the days of his infancy he 


„Was uphel He then intimates to us, that the Butch 


and the Emperor will be ſo very well ſatisfied with what 


they have already conquered, that they may probably 
leave the houſe of . in the quiet poſſeſſion of the 
Spaniſh monarchy. ag | 8 
This ſtrange huddle of politics has been ſo fully 
anſwered by General Stanhope, that if the author had 
delayed the publiſhing of his letter but a fortnight, the 
world would have been deprived of that elaborate pro- 


SY 


duction. Notwithſtanding all that the Freuch King þ a 
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the Duke of Anjou have been able to do, notwith- 


ſtanding the feeble efforts we have made in Spain, not- 


withſtanding the little care the Emperor takes to 


«© ſupport King Charles, notwithſtanding the Dutch 


might have been contented * with a larger and better 
* country than their own already conquered for them,” 
that victorious General at the head of Engliſh and Dutch 
forces, in conjunction with thoſe of the Emperor, has 


wreſted Spain out of the hands of the houſe of Bourbon ;, 


and added the conqueſts'of Nawarre, Arragon, and Ca- 
file, to thoſe of Catalonia, Bavaria, F Ys 6. Mantua, 
Milan, Naples, Sicily Majorca, Minorca, and Sardinia. 


Such a wonderful ſeries of victories, and thoſe aſtoniſn- 


ing returns of ingratitude which they have met with, 
appear both of them rather like dreams than realities : 


They puzzle and confound the preſent age, and it is to 


be hoped they will not be believed by poſterity. Will 
the trifling author of this letter ſay, that the miniſtry 
did not apply themſelves to the reduction of Spain, 
when the whole kingdom was twice conquered in their 
adminiſtration ? The letter-writer ſays, that the Dach 
* had gained a good barrier after the battle of Ramillies 
in the year 1705. But I would fais aſk him, whe- 
ther he thinks Antwerp and Bruſſels, Ghent and Bruges, 
could be thought a ſtrong barrier, or that thoſe impor- 
tant conqueſts did not want ſeveral towns and forts to 
cover them? but it ſeems our great General on that fide 
has done more for us than we expected of him, and 
made the barrier too impregnable, But, ſays the letter- 
writer, the ſtreſs of the war was laid in the wrong 
place: But if the laying the ſtreſs of the war in 
the Low-Countries drew thither the whole ſtrength of 


France; if it weakened Spain, and left it expoſed to an 


equal force ; if France, without being preſſed on this 
ſide, could have aſſiſted the Duke of Anjou with a nu- 
merous army; and if by the advantage of the ſituation, 
it could have ſent and maintained in Spazn ten regi- 
ments with as little trouble and 'expence as England 
could two regiments; every impartial jr dg would 

Vo I. II. c * think 
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think that the ſtreſs of the War has been laid in the 
right place. | | 
The author. of this:confuſed diſſertation on foreign 
affairs, would fain make us believe, that England has 


12 nothing by theſe conqueſts, and put us out of 


1umour with our chief allies, the Emperor and the 
Dutch. He tells us, they hoped Exgland would have 


been taken care of, after baving ſecured a barrier for 
Holland: As if England were not taken care of by 


this very ſecuring à barrier for Holland; which has 
always been looked upon as our bulwark, or as Mr. 
Waller expreſſes it, our © outguard on the continent; 
and which if it had fallen into the hands of the French, 
would have made France more ſtrong by ſea than all 
Zurgpe beſides. Has not England been taken care of by 
gaining a new mart in Flanders, by opening our trade 
into the Levant, by. ſecuring ports for us in Gibraltar, 
Minorca and Naples, and by that happy proſpe&t we 
have of renewing that great branch * our commeree 
into Spain, which will be of more advantage to Eng- 
land, than any conqueſt we can make of towns and 
provinces? not. to mention the demolifhing of Dankir4, 
which we were in a fair way of obtaining during the 
laſt parliament, and which we never ſo much as pro- 


poſed to ourſelves at our firſt engaging in this war. 


As for this author's aſperſions of the Dutch and Gor- 


| mans, I have ſometimes wondered that he has not been 


complained of for it to the ſecretary of ſtate. Had he 
not been looked upon as an infignificant ſeribbler, he 
muſt have occaſioned remonſtrances and memorials : 
Such national injuries are not to be put up, but when 
the offender is below reſentment. This puts me in 
mind of an honeſt Scorchman, who, as he was walking 
along the ſtreets of Londen, heard one calling out 
after him, Scot, Scot, and caſting forth in a clamorous 
manner a great deal of opprobrious language againft 
that ancient nation: Sauuney turned about in a great 
paſſion, and found, to his ſurpriſe, that tbe perſon who 
abuſed him was a ſaucy parrot that hung up * far 
| rom 
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from him in a cage; upon which he clapped his hand 
to his ſword, and told him, were he a man as he were 


a 1 he would have run him through the 
wemb. f 

The next head our politician goes upon, relates to 
our domeſtic affairs; where I am extremely at a loſs to 
know what he would be at: All that I can gather from 
him is, that the Queen had grieved her ſubjects“ in 


making choice of ſuch men for her miniſters, as raiſed 


the nation to a greater pitch of glory than ever it was 
in the days of our forefathers, or than any other nation 


in theſe our days. 


. 
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- Parere jam non ſcelus . Martial. 
„ OE SOUS MERELY en a vi! 
: 3 SI F FTC ad no tn vrnh go 5 
ES in a nation where at preſent chere is ſcarce 
| a ſingle head that does not teem with politics. 
'The whole iſland is peopled with ſtateſmen, and not 
unlike Trinculo's kingdom, of Vice-roys, every man 
has:contrived a ſcheme of government for the henefit of 
his fellow - ſubjects, which they may follow and be ſafe. 
After this ſhort preface, by which, as an Englibman, 
iT lay in my claim to be a politician ; I ſhall enter on 
my diſcourſe. | | . 
The chief point that e the Freeholders of 
Great- Britain, as well as all thoſe that pay ſcot and lot, 
Sor about theſe fix months laſt paſt, is this, whether 
they would rather be governed by a Prince that is ob- 
Tiged by laws to be good and gracious, juſt and upright, 
a friend, a father, and a defender of his people; or by 
one who, if he pleaſes, may drive away or plunder, 
3mpriſon or kill, without oppoſition or reſiſtance. This 
is the true ſtate of the controverſy relating to Paſlive- 
obedience and Non - reſiſtance. For I muſt obſerve, that 
the advocates for this doctrine have ſtated the caſe in 
the ſofteſt and moſt palatable terms that it will bear: 
And we very well know, that there is great art in 
moulding a queſtion; and that many a motion will paſs 


with a zemine contradicente in ſome words, that would 


have been as unanimouſly rejected in others. Paſſive- 
obedience and Non-refiltance are of a mild, gentle, and 
 meek-ſpirited ſound: They have reſpe& but to one ſide 

of the relation between the ſovereign and the ſubjet, 


—_ | and 


The WHIOG Ex AMTN EAR. 377 


and are apt to fill the mind with no other ideas but 
thoſe of peace, tranquillity, and'refignation. To ſhew 
this doctrine in thoſe black and odious colours that are 
natural to it, we ſhould conſider it with regard to the 
Prince as well as to the people: The queſtion will then 
take another turn, and it will not be debated whether 
rveſiſtance may be lawful, or whether we may take up 
arms againſt our Prince; but whether the Exgliſb form 
of government be a tyranny. or a limited monarchy x 
whether our Prince be obliged by our conſtitution to 
act according to law, or whether he be arbitrary and 
deſporical ? a IEEE 
It is impoſſible to ſtate the meaſures. of Obedience; - 
without ſettling the extent of Power; or to deſcribe the 
Subject, without defining the King. An arbitrary Prince 
is injuſtice and equity the | maſter of a non-reſiſting 
people; for where the power is uncircumſcribed, the 
obedience ought to be unlimited. Paſſive-obedience and 
Non-reſiſtance are the duties of Turks and Indians, who 
have no laws above the will of a Grand Signior or-a 
Mogul. The ſame power which.thoſe Princes enjoy in 
their reſpective governments, belongs to the legillativa 
body in our conſtitution ; and that for the ſame reaſon ; 
becauſe no body of men is ſubje& to laws, or can be 
controlled by them, who have the authbrity of making, 
altering, or repealing whatever laws they ſhall think fit. 
Were our legiſlature veſted in the perſon of our Prince, 
he might doubtleſs wind and turn our conſtitution at his 
_ pleaſure; he might ſtiape our government to his fancy. 
Ia a word, he might oppreſs, perſecute, or deſtroy, and. 
no man ſay to him, What doſt thou? . 
* If therefore we would rightly conſider our form of 
government, we ſhould difcover the proper meaſures of 
our duty and obedience ; which can never riſe too high 
to our Sovereign, whilſt he maintains us in thoſe rights 
and liberties we were born to. But to ſay that we have 
rights which we ought not to vindicate and aſſert; that 
liberty and property are the birth-right of the Zngli/ 
r onlfwlbs rr T1 0 nation,, 
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nation, but that if a Prince invades them by violent 
and illegal methods, we muſt upon no pretence reſiſt, 
but remain altogether paſſive; nay, that in ſuch a caſe 
we muſt all loſe our lives unjuſtly rather than defend 
them: This, I ſay, is to confound governments, and ts 
join things together that are wholly repugnant in their 
natures; fince it is plain, that ſuch a paſſive ſubjection, 
ſach an unconditional obedience, can be only due to an 
arbitrary Prince or to a legiſlative body. , 
Were theſe ſmooth enſnaring terms rightly explained 
to the people, and the controverſy of Non- reſiſtance ſet 
in this juſt light, we ſhould have wanted many thou- 
ſands of hands to ſome late addreſſes. I would fain 
know what Freeholder in England would have ſub- 
ſcribed the following addreſs, had it been offered to 
him; or whether her Majeſty, who values the rights of 
her ſubjects as much as her own prerogative, would not 
have been very much offended at it? and yet I will 
appeal to the reader, if this had not been the ſenſe of 
many addreſſes, when taken out of f:vera} artificial 
qualifying expreſſions, and expoſed in their true and 
genuine light. 700 TILED 7 


MaApA Mu, 5 ö 8 22 
« FT is with unfpeakable grief of heart, that we 
« L hear a ſet of men daily preaching up among us 
that pernicious and damnable doctrine of ſelf-preſer- 
« vation; and boldly affirming, as well in their public 
4e writings, as in their private diſcourſes, that it is 
cc lawful to reſiſt a tyrant, and take up arms in defence 
« of their lives and liberties, We have the utmoſt 
& horror and deteſtation of theſe diabolical principles, 
ce that may induce your people to riſe up in vin- 
« dication of their rights and freedoms, whenever a 
c wicked Prince ſhall make uſe of his royal authority 
* to ſubvert them. We are aſtoniſhed at the bold and 
« impious attempts of thoſe men, who, under the reign 
« of the beſt of Sovereigns, would avow ſuch dan- 
BOW IS | „ perous 
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* gerous tenets as may ſecure them under the worſt. 
«© Vie are reſolved to heat down and-difcountenance- 
«« theſe ſeditious notions, as being altogether republi- 


* can, jeſuitical, and conformable: to the practice of 


« our rebellious forefathers; who in all' ages, at an in- 
finite expence of blood and treaſure, aſſerted their 
« rights and properties, and: conſulted the good of 
* their poſterity by reſiſtance, arms, and pitched battles, 
* to the great trouble and diſquiet of their lawful 
Prince. We do therefore in the moſt humble and: 


„ dutiful manner ſolemnly proteſt and declare, that we 
vill never reſiſt a Sovereign that ſhall think fit to de- 


«© ftroy our Magna Charta; or invade thoſe rights and 
„ liberties which thoſe traitors procured for us; but 
weill venture our lives and fortunes againſt ſuch of our 
fellow ſubjeQs who think they may ſtand up in de- 
„ fenee of them.“ 1 1 : 


| li happens very vnluckily that there is ſomething ſo 
ſupple and inſinuating in this abſurd unnatural doQrine, 


as makes it extremely agreeable to a Prince's ear: 


For which reaſon the publiſhers of it have always been 
the favourites of weak Kings. Even thoſe who have 
no inclination to do hurt to others, ſays the famous ſa- 
<riſt, would have the power of doing it if they pleaſed. 
Honeſt men who tell their Sovereigns what they e 


from them, and what obedience they ſhall-be always 


ready to pay them, are not upon an equal foot with 
ſuch baſe and abject flatterers; and are therefore always 
in danger of being the laſt in the royal favour. Nor 
indeed would that be unreaſonable, if the profeſſors of 
Non- reſiſtance and Paſſive-obedience would ſtand to 
their principle: Buy inſtead of that we fee they never 
fail to exert themſelves againſt an arbitrary power, and 
to caſt off the oppreſſion when they feel the weight of 
it. Did they not in the late revolution riſe up unani- 
moufly with thoſe who always declared their ſubjection 
to be conditional, and their obedience limited? and 

F4- very 
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very lately, when their Queen had offended them in 
nothing but by the promotion of a few great men to 

ofts of truſt and honour, who had diſtinguiſhed them- 
ſelves by their moderation and humanity to all their 
fellow · ſubjects, what was the behaviour of theſe men of 
meek and reſigned principles? did not the Church- 
memorial, which they all applauded and cried up as the 
language and fentiments of their party, tell her Ma- 
jeſty that it would not be ſafe for her to rely upon their 
doctrines of Paſſive-obedience and Non- reſiſtance, for 
that © nature might rebel againſt principles?“ Is not this, 
in plain terms, that they will only praiſe Non-reſiſt- 
ance to a Prince that pleaſes them, and Paffive-obedi- 
ence when they ſuffer nothing ? I remember one of the 
rabble in Oedipus, when he is upbraided with his rebel- 
lion, and afked by the prophet if he had not taken an 


_ oath to be loyal, falls a ſcratching his head, and tells 


him, why yes truly, he had taken ſach an oath, but 
© it was a hard thing that an oath ſhould be a man's 
© maſter.” This is in effect the language of the church 
in the above-mentioned memorial. Men of theſe ſoft 
peaceable diſpoſitions in times of proſperity, put me in 
mind of K:r#'s lambs; for that was the name he uſed to 
give his dragoons, that had ſignalized themſelves above 
the reſt of the army by many military atchievements 
among their own countrymen. | | I. 
There are two or three fatal conſequences of this 
doctrine, which I cannot forbear pointing out. The 
firſt of which is, That it has a natural tendency to 
make a good King a very bad one. When a man is 
told he may do what he pleaſes with impunity, he will 
be leſs careful and cautious of doing what he ſhould do, 
than a man who is influenced by fear as well as by other 
motives to virtue. It was a ſaying of Thales the wiſe 
Milefian, * that of all wild beaſts a tyrant 1s the worſt, 
© and of all tame beaſts a flatterer.“ They do indeed 
naturally beget one another, and always exiſt together. 
Perſuade a Prince that he is irreſiſtible, and he mow 
{2 | take 
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take care not to let ſo glorious an attribute lie dead 
and uſeleſs by him. An arbitrary power has ſomething. 
ſa great in it, that he muſt. be more than man. who is 
endowed with it, but never exerts it. 
This conſequence of the doctrine I have been ſpeak-- 
ing of, is very often a fatal one to the people; there is. 
another which is no leſs deſtructive to the Prince. A. 
late unfortunate King very viſibly owed his ruin to- it. 
He relied upon the aſſurances of his people, that they 
would never reſiſt him upon any pretence whatſgever,. 
and accordingly began to adtꝭ like a King wha was not 
under the reſtraint of laws, by diſpenſing with them, 
and taking on him that power which was veſted in the 
whole legiſlative body. And what was the dreadful 
end of ſuch a proceeding ? it is too freſh in every 
body's memory. Thus is a Prince corrupted by the 
profeffors of this doctrine, and afterwards. betrayed by. 
them. The ſame perſons-are-the actors, both in the 
temptation and the puniſhment. They aſſure him they 
will never reſiſt, but retain their obedience under the 
utmoſt ſufferings ; he tries them in a few inſtances, and: ' 
is depoſed by them for his credulity. 
I remember at the heginning of King James's reign: 
the Quakers preſented an addreſs, which gave great 
offence to the high church- men of thoſe times. But: 
- notwithſtanding the uncourtlineſs of their phraſes, the 
ſenſe was very honeſt, The addreſs was as follows, to 
the beſt: of my memory, for Lthen took great notice of: 
it; and may. ſerve as a counter-part. to the foregoing. 
one; 


46 ＋ T Heſe are to teſtify. to thee our ſorrow for our 
40 friend Charles, whom we hope thou wilt fol- 
low in every thing that is good. | 

«© We hear that thou art. not of the religion of the 
land any more than we, and therefore may reaſon- 
, ably expect that thou, wilt give us the ſame liberty 
« that thou takeſt thyſelf. | . 
| T P 5 66 We 
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f «« We hope that in this and in all things elſe thou 
K « wilt promote the good of thy people, which will 
| « oblige us to pray that thy reign over us may be ou: 
we and proſperous.” 


Had all King James's ſubje&s addreſſed him with the 
fame integrity ; he had, in all probability, ſat upon bis 
throne until death had removed him from it. 
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1 Have lately been very much teized with the thought | 


1 of Mrs. Anne Page, and the memory of thoſe many 
cruelties which I ſuffered from that. obdurate fair one. 
Mrs. Anne was in a particular manner very fond of Chinia 
ware, againſt which I had unfortunately declared my a- 
verſion. I do not know but this was the firſt occaſion 
of her coldneſs towards me, which makes me fick at the 
very fight of a China-diſh ever fince. This is the beſt 
introduQion I can make for my rg diſcourſe, which 
may ſerve to fill up a gap unti 
reſume the thread of my amours. 3 
There are no inclinations in women which more ſur- 
riſe me than their paſſions for chalk and china. The 
Erft of theſe maladies wears out in a little time; but 
when a woman is viſited with the ſecond, it generally 
takes poſſeſſion of her for life. China- veſſels are play- 
things for women of all ages. An old Lady of fourſcore 
ſhall be as buſy in cleaning an Indian Mandarine, as 
her great grand-daughter is in drefling her baby. 
I be common way of purchafing ſuch trifles, if I may 
believe my female informers, is by exchanging old fuits 
of cloaths for this brittle ware. The potters of china 
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have it ſeems, their faQors at this diſtance, who retail 


out their ſeveral manufactures for caſt cloaths and ſu- 
perannuated garments. 1 have known an old petti- 
coat metamorphoſed into a punch-bowl, and a pair of 
breeches into a tea pot. For this reaſon my friend Trade- 
ell in the city calls his great room, that is nobly fur- 
niſhed out with china, his wife's wardrobe. In yonder 
corner, ſays he, are above twenty ſuits of cloaths, and 


on that ſcrutoir,. above a hundred yards of furbelowed 


- Blk. You cannot imagine how many night-gowns, ſtays 
and mantuas, went to the raiſing of that pyramid. The 
worſt of it is, ſays he, a ſuit of cloaths'is not ſuffered to 


laſt half its time, that it may be the more vendible; ſo 


that in reality this is but a more dexterous way of picking 
the huſband's pocket, who is ſo often purchaſing a great 
vaſe of china, when he fancies that he is buying a fine 


head, or a filk gown for his wife. There is likewiſe 


another inconvenience in this female paſſion for china, 


namely, that it adminiſters to them great matter for 


produced daily in the hearts of my dear country-women, 
& the breach of this frail furniture. Some of them pay 
half their ſervants wages in china fragments, which their 
.careleſſneſs has produced. © If thou haſt a piece of ear- 
then - ware, conſider, ſays Epictetus, that it is a piece 
of earthen-ware, and by conſequence very eaſy and 
© obnoxious to be broken: Be not therefore ſo void of 
« reaſon as to be angry or grieved when this comes to 
« paſs.* In order, therefore, to exempt my fair readers 
from ſuch additional and ſupernumerary calamities of 
life, I. would adviſe them to forbear dealing in theſe 
iſhable commodities until ſuch time as they are philo- 
phers enough to keep their temper at the fall of a tea- 
pot or a china cup. I ſhall further recommend to their 
ſerious conſideration theſe three particulars : Firſt, that 
all china-ware is of a weak and tranſitory nature. Se- 
. condly, that the faſhion of it is changeable: And thirdly, 
that it is of no uſe. And firſt of the firſt: The fragility 


of china is ſuch as a reaſonable Being ought by no means 


to 


wrath and ſorrow. How much anger and affliction are 


Ti Lows a 


to ſet its heart upon, though at the ſame time Fam. 
afraid I may complain with Seneca on the like occaſion, 
that this very conſideration recommends them to our 


choice: our luxury being grown ſo wanton, that this 


kind of treaſure becomes the more valuable, the more 
eaſily we may be deprived of it, and that it receives a 


price from its brittleneſs. There is a kind of oflenta- 


tion in wealth, which ſets the poſſeſſors of it upon diſ- 
tingwſhing themſelves in thoſe things where it is hard 
for the poor to follow them. For this reaſon I have 
often wondered that our Ladies have not taken pleaſure 
in eggs-ſhells, eſpecially in thoſe which are curiouſly 
ſtained and ftreaked, and which are ſo very tender, that 
they require the niceſt hand to hold without breaking 
them. But as if the brittleneſs of this ware were not 
ſufficient to make it coſtly, the very faſhion of it is. 
changeable, which brings me to my ſecond particular. 
It may chance that a piece of china may ſurvive all 
thoſe accidents to which it is by nature liable, and laſt 
| for ſome years, if rightly ſituated and taken care of. To 
remedy therefore this inconvenience, it is ſo ordered 
that the ſhape of it ſhall. grow unfaſhionable, which 


makes new ſupplies always neceſſary, and furniſhes em- 


ployment for life to women of great and generous ſauls, 
who cannot live out of the mode. I myſelf remember 
when there were few china · veflels to be ſeen that held 


more than a diſh of coffee; but their ſize is fo gradually _ 


enlarged, that there are many at preſent, which are ca- 


pable of holding half a hogſhead. The faſhion of the 


tea - cup is alſo greatly altered, and has run through a 

wonderful variety of colour, ſhape and fize: | 
But, in the laſt place, china-ware is of no uſe; Who 

would not laugh to ſee a ſmith's ſhop furniſhed with an- 


vils and hammers of china? the furniture of a Lady's 


favourite room is altogether as abſurd: You fee jars of 


a prodigious capacity that are to hold nothing. I have 


ſeen horſes and herds of cattle in this fine ſort of porce- 


lain, not to mention the ſeveral Chi Ladies who, 
perhaps, are naturally enough repreſented in 2 


materials. 
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Did our women take delight in heaping up piles of 

earthen platters, brown jugs, and the like uſeful 3 
e 


ducts of our Britzzfþ potteries, there would be ſome ſenſe- 
in it. They might be ranged in as fine figures, and 
diſpoſed of in as beautiful pieces of architecture; but 
there is an objection to theſe which cannot be overcome, 
namely, that they would be of ſome uſe, and might be- 
taken down on all occaſions to be employed in ſervices 
of the family; beſides that they are intolerably cheap, 


and moſt ſhamefully durable and laſting. 
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' Nec werbum verbo curabis reddere fu. 
Interpre. Hoi a0 0404415 Wor 
yo I have given public notice of my abode, I have 
had many viſits. from unfortunate fellow-ſufferers 
who have been croſſed in love as well as myſelf. . 
Will Wormwood, who is related tome by my mother's 
fide, is one of thoſe who often repair to me for my ad- 
vice. Vill, is a fellow of good ſenſe, but puts it to 
little other uſe than to torment himſelf, He is a man 
of ſo refined an underſtanding, that he can ſet a con- 
ſtruction upon every thing to his-own diſadvantage, and 
turn even a civility into an affront. He groans under 
imaginary injuries, finds himſelf abuſed by his friends, 
and fancies the whole world in a kind of combination 
againſt him. In. ſhort, poor Vormauood is devoured with 
the ſpleen: Vou may be ſure a man of this humour 


makes a very whimſical lover. Be that as it will, he is 
now over head and ears in that paſſion, and by a very 
curious interpretation of his miſtreſs's behaviour, has in 
leſe than three months reduced himſelf to a perfect ſkele- 
ton. As her fortune is inferior to his, ſhe gives him wn 


. 
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the encouragement another man could wiſh, but has the 
mortification to find that her lover ſtilł ſours upon her 
hands. Vill is diſſatisfied with her, whether ſhe ſmiles 
or frowns upon him; and always thinks her either too 
reſerved, or too coming. A kind word, that would 
make another lover's heart danee for joy, pangs poor 
Will, and makes him lie awake all night——As I was 
going on with Vill Wormwoed's amour, I received a 
preſent from my bookſeller, which I found to be: The 
moral characters of T heophra/tus,” tranſlated' from the 
© Greek into Engli/e by Mr. Budgell *, 7 

It was with me, as I believe it will-be with all who look 
into this tranſlation; when J had begun to peruſe it, I 
could not lay it by, until 1 had gone through the whole 
book; and was agreeably ſurpriſed to meet with a'chap- 
ter in it, entitled, A diſcontented temper, which 
gives a livelier picture of my couſin Wormwoed, thin 
that which I was drawing for him myſelf, It is as 
follows. | 


* Printed for J. Tons onN in 1714. 
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CHAP. XVI. 
ne, A diſcont ated: temper. 


A diſeontented temper; is A frame of mind which 
ſets a man upon complaining without reaſon.” When 
* one of his neighbours who makes an entertainment, 
*- ſends a ſervant. to him. with a plate of any-thing that 
© 1s nice, What, ſays he, your maſter did not think 
4 me good enough to dine with him?” he complains 
© of his miſtreſs at the very time ſhe is careſſing him; 
© and when ſhe redoubles her kiſſes and endearments, I 
„ with,” ſays he, all this came from your heart.” In 
a dry ſeaſon he grumbles for want of rain, end when 
* ſhower falls, mutters to himſfelf;?” © Why could not 
* this have come ſooner?“ If he Happens to find a 
purſe of money, had it been a pot of gold, ſays 
he, it would have been worth ſtooping for.“ He 
* takes a great deal of pains to beat down the price of 
a ſlave; and after he has paid his money for him, I 
am ſure, ſays he, thou art good for nothing, or I ſhould- 
not have had thee ſo cheap.“ When a meſſenger 
comes with great joy to acquaint him that his wife is 
& brought to bed of 4 „ anſwers, That is as 
« much as to ſay, friend, I am poorer by half to-day- 
« than I was yeſterday.” Though he has gained a 
© cauſe with full coſts and damages, he complains that 
* his council did not inſiſt upon the moſt material, 
by 1 If after any misfortune has befallen him, 
* his friends raiſe a voluntary contribution for him, and 
deſire him to be merry,” how is that poſſible, ſays: 
F he, when I am to pay every one of you his money. 
again, and be abliged to you into the bargain?!” 


The 
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Phe inſtances of a diſcontented temper which 7heo- 
pbhraſtus has here made uſe of, like thoſe which he ſingles. 
out to illuſtrate the reſt of his characters, are choſen with 
the greateſt nicety, and full of humour. His ſtrokes are 
always fine and. exquiſite, and though they are not 
ſometimes violent enough to affect the imagination of a. 
coarſe reader, eannot Fas give the higheſt pleaſure to 
every man of a refined taſte, who has a thorough infight- 
into human nature. 35% | 

As for the tranſlation, I have never ſeen any of a. 
proſe author which has pleafed me more. The gentle- 
man who has obliged the public with it, has followed. 
the rule which Horace has laid down for tranſlators, by 
preſerving every where the life and fpirit of his author, 
without ſervilely copying after him word for word. 
This is what the French, who have moſt diſtinguiſhed. 
themſelves by performances of this nature, ſo often in- 
culcate when they adviſe à tranſlator to find out ſuck- 
particular elegances in his on tongue as bear, ſome ana- 
logy to thoſe he ſees in the original, and to expreſs him - 
ſelf by ſuch phraſes as his author would probably have 
made uſe of, had he written in the language into which 
he is tranſlated. By this means, as well as by throwing 
in a lucky word, or a ſhort errcumſtance;, the meaning 
of Theophraſſus is all along explained, and the hamour 
very often carried to a greater height. A trauflator, 
who does not thus conſider. the different. genius of the 
two languages in which he is concerned, with ſach pa- 
rallel turns of thoughts and expreffion as correſpond with 
one another in both of them, may value himfelf- upon 
being a faithful interpreter;” but in works of wit and. 
—— will never do juſtice to his author, or eredit to 

1m Ee — * 5 a a ? 5 4. * i > : 

As this is every where à judicious and à reaſonable 
liberty, 1 ſee no chapter in 7 heophraſiur where it has. 
been fo much indulged, and in which it was ſo abfolutely. 
neceſſary, as in the character of the Sloven. I find the 
. tranſlator himſelf, though he has taken pains to qualify 
it, is ſtill apprehenſive that there may be ſomething 3 
Es k gr 3 
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groſs in the deſcription; The teade}: will ſee with how 
much delicacy he has touched upon e articular, 
and caſt into ſhades every thing 1 r was THe og t * fo 
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03 6:0: CHAP. NIR. 
1 4 Slven. ; 222 


1 7 Sloveulinels is 1 ys bg a neue 65 a man's perſon) 


« as makes him offenſive to other people.“ © The ſloven 
© comes into company with a dirty pair of hands, and. 
«a ſet of lon nails at the end of them, and tells you 
for an excuſe, that his father and grandfather uſed to 
© do. ſo. before him. However, that he may out · go 
his fore-fathers, his fingers are covered with warts of 
© his own raiſing. He is as hairy as a goat, and takes 
© care to let you ſee it. His teeth and breath are er- 
«. feftly well ſuited to one another. He lays about him 
vat table after a very. extraordinary manner, and takes 
in a meal at a mouthful ; which he ſeldom diſpoſes of 
without offending the company. In drinking he ge- 
7 © nerally. makes more haſte than good ſpeed. When he 
9 into the bath, you may eafily find him out by 
ſcent of his oil, "and diſtinguiſh him when he is 

« dreſſed by the ſpots i in his coat. He does not ſtand 
upon decency in converſation, but, will talk ſmut, 


© though a prieft and his mother be i in the room. He 


« — a hlunder in the moſt ſolemn offices. of deyo- 

tion, and afterwards falls a laughing at it. At a con- 
« ſort of muſic he breaks in upon the performance, 
©: hums over the tune of himſelf, or if he thinks it long, 
< aſks the muſicians . whether, they. will never have 
« done; he always ſpits at random, and if be is at 
an entertainment, it is ten to one 1 it is upon the 
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The foregoing tranſlation brings to my remembrance 
that excellent obſervation of my Lord Neſcommon s, 
None yet have been with admiration real,. 
But who, beſides their learning were well: bret. 
Llͤo.ord Roſcommon's eſſay on tranſlated verſe. 
c D185 £ Mi 193. HUONTEMICITY 
If after. this the reader can endure the filthy repreſen- 
tation of the ſame figure expoſed in its worſt light, he 
may ſee how it looks in the former Engliſb verſion, 
which was publiſhed ſome years ſince, and is done from 
the French of Bruyere. | 


Naſtineſs or Slovenlineſs. 


* Slovenlineſs is a lazy and beaſtly negligence of a 
< man's own perſon, whereby he becomes ſo ſordid, as 
to be offenſive to thoſe about him. You will ſee im 
come into company when he is covered all over with _ 1 
a leproſy and ſcurf, and with very long nails, and ſays, 
< thoſe diſtempers were hereditary, that his father and 
* grandfather had them before him. He has ulcers in 
* his thighs, and boils upon his hands, which he takes 
no care to have cured, but lets them run on until they 
© are gone beyond remedy. His arm-pits are all hairy, 
and moſt part of his body Hike a wild beaſt. His teeth 
© are black and rotten, which makes his breath ſtink 
ſo that you cannot endure him to come nigh you; he 
© will alſo ſnuff up his noſe and ſpit it out as he eats, 
and uſes to ſpeak with his mouth crammed full, and 
lets his victuals come out at both corners. He belches 
in the cup as he is drinking, and uſes naſty ſtinking 
oil in the bath. He will 1ntrude into the beſt com- 
«* pany in ſordid ragged cloaths. If he goes with his 
mother to the ſoothſayers, he cannot then refrain from 

wicked and prophane expreſſions. When he is making 
his oblations at the temple, he will let the diſh drop 
out of his hand, and fall a laughing, as if he had 


done 


gentlemen of leiſure an 
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© done ſome brave exploit. At the fineſt conſort of 
© muſic he cannot forbear clapping his hands and mak- 
© ing a rude noiſe; will pretend to fing along with them, 
© and fall a railing at them to leave off 
© he ſpits full upon the ſervants who waited there. 

I cannot cloſe this r without obſerving, that if 
enius would take the ſame 


pains upon ſome other Greet or Roman author, that has 


— 


zen beſtowed upon this, the world would ſoon be con- 
vinced, that there is a great deal of difference between 
putting an author into Exgliſb, and tranſlating him. 


EN D of the SE co Vor vu ME. 


- * — 4 
* A. a — S 
7 7 * 7 wo 
P 7 


3 


nd 
* 11 * 1 


100 jj p ; — — 
. a at Sr IS — — 
” 


* 1 — —— 
n 


* 


Nn 


i 


v0 er TER — 
. * 3 


